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I. OF Tilt: 

RIGHT HONORABLE LORD BYRON. 



The facnaly of Byrott is very ancient, andlia« 
«itacfaed its name to the most illustrious j>etiods 
t>f (Hii: History. The Gelds of Cressy and Azin- 
court witnessed their heroism, and were be* 
dewed with their blood ^ and Ii^ng anterior to 
these periods they had marched in triumph 
over those plains, which their not less illustrious 
•descendant has since delighted to tread, in de- 
fence of the religion of their forefathers, under 
the Lion-Hearted Richard, whose glory and 
whosse sufi^ings they ishin^ed. 

The present noble Lord, in his « Jldieu to 
Jlfewstead jibbe^, » appears to have been in 
possession of historical facts relative to his an- 
cestors, which are unknown to genealogists 5 we 
are far from supposing them as the fiction of 
the poet, but at the same time we consider it a 
duty, that the noble Lord owes to his ancestors 
and himself, to give those genealogical facts not 
only the importance, but the form, of history. 

The family of Byron came from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, who rewarded it 
with large possessions in the counties of York 
a&d Lancaster., Our limits compel us to a leap 
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over tlie lapse of ages, » in order to arrive uiore 
speedily at the illustrioua subject of this memoir, 
making uierely, en passant^ a few observations 
upon his Ancestry.. 

In i54o, Sir John Byron, Knight, received 
a grant of the Priory of Newstead and several 
manors depending on it *, this place has ever 
since remained the family seat of the Byron fa- 
mily, until its recent sale by the present Lord. 

In the unfortunate vvars, during the reign of 
Charles I, the family of Byron displayed a rare 
adherence to the falling fortunes of their sove- 
reign, four of thent scaling that fidelity with 
their blood, at the battle of Marston INloor. 
There were eight brothers, John, the eldest of 
whom, was, as a small testimonial of the gra- 
titude of the House of Stuart to the family of 
Byron, elevated to the Peerage in i643, under 
the name and title of Baron Byron, of Rochdale, 
in the county of Lancaster. 

The father of the present lord married for ' 
his second wife, Catherine Gordon, (who was 
iineally descended from the earl of Huntley 
and Jane, daughter of James II, King of Scot- 
land, ) by whom he had issue tlie present or 
^th Lord, who was born aad January 1788,' 
and succeeded to the title and estates on the 
demise of his great uncle, 19th May i798» 

It is a trite adage, that the life of an author 
is to be found in his works ; this peculiarly 
applies to Lord Byron. His youth was, it is 
Iruei distinguished bv a remarkable precocity 
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of lalonl, but iliere were evidenl symploms of a 
germ of molnncholy and a^bslniclion, which, as 
one of his school-fellows once observed to us^ 
threatened to a grow with his growth, and 
strengthen with his strength, » till it seitled 
with age into a moroseness of terapeif, which 
says «Man delights not me, nor woman either : » 
unfortunately a fatal event has since served to 
,develope that principle, which the learning', 
philanthropy, and good breeding of his Lordship 
had hitherto triumphed over. 

His Lordship received the first rudiments of 
education at the celebrated seminary of Harrow* 
from whence he was subsequently removed to 
Cambridge, where his early turn for poetical 
composition, and the desire to know what the 
mighty dead had done in various ages and in 
various tongues, inspired his Lordship with a 
classical taste and a desire for the study of mo- 
dem languages ; and though critics may not 
deem him a profound, the severest will allow 
him to be an elegant, scholar. 

At the age of twenty, his Lordship essayed 
his unfledged pinions in a volume oi Juvenile 
Poems^ which, without being excellent, gave 
an earnest of excellence, too subtile indeed to 
be felt or appreciated by the frigid sensorium 
of a northern critic, who attacked these light 
productions with a virulence and malignity, of 
which even the warmest admirers of the Edin^ 
burgh Review have been ashamed. As a cri- 
ticism^ it was undeserving of notice, but ac^^ 
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cording to their leading principle, tbe Edinbuigh* 
Reviewers merely took the work as a text on 
which to expatiate, and to serve as a medium 
for developing their own particular opinions 4 
jLord Byrpn . ffund his critics travelliog out of 
%he record » tq heap upon him gratuitous insults; 
and be replied in a satirical poem under the title 
of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, Hiii 
adversaries had made use of the tomahawk ta 
destroy the poet, whose counter attack displayed 
the keenness of the small sword, a geutlemaulj 
weapon vvhich the vulgar critics knew not how 
to wield. The wounds were mortal \ the triumph 
of genius over the « wordcatchers who lived 
on syllables » was complete \ and since thai 
period the northern, critics cc surly and proud n 
have not dared to spit their venom at our nobk 
Author. 

From these proofs of his Lordship's talenlB^ 
the public looked with anxious solicitude to hi^ 
2na)ority, hoping to see him a shining membcx 
of the senate. In this they were disappointed 3 
his Iiordship showed na relish for the jarring 
elements of debate, where truth and patriotism 
are so often sacrificed to the predetermination 
of party \ and where talent is so often prosti- 
tuted merely to secure the triumph of faction. 
These scenes could have but little relish for 
the roan, whose pen was guided by the in^ 
spiration of his soul. His mind was strongly 
marked by the sentiment of the poet whom he 
has £ometim/es imitated and occasioniilly sur- 
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pushed, und who has a couplet to ihis |^rport : 

My soal detests him as the gates of HcH| 
Who one dung thinksj sed will another tell. 

GttiseqaeDtly.the house of Peers did not pre- 
sent any charms k> his Lordship, who^ soon 
after attaining his msL^orhj^ set «eut on his tra- 
imh. He Tiaiteid Spain and Portugal ; and from 
llieiice proceeded to the classic shores ofGreece, 
^wiiere every step awoke the vivid recollections 
of ft highly cultivated and poetic mind. In his 
loAe nmsings lie retraced the scenes which 
^e Father of verse describes with a fidelity 
iSktU is easily perceptible even after the lapse 
t)f ages, and the great moral and physical re* 
'"VohitioBS which Greece has undergone. His 
-•otd bnmed to partake in the scenes whicli 
^d fired his yovthfiil brain, and which the 
localities recalled at every moment.— -But o»e 
part only was left him for imitation \ Mnseus 
had related in glowing strains the loves of Hero 
ftnd Leander, and our poet, a modem Leander^ 
resolved, like his prototype, to swim across 
tlie Hellespont from Abydos to Sestos, which 
he effected ^ alas ! no Hero was there to light 
Um to her bow^^r ; but the imagination of the 
poet supplied the deficiency. 
- It was in Greece that his Lordship, as we 
understand, formed the plan of his principal 
•poems, and where he wrote a part of that 
which fixed his fame as one of the first original 
•poets of the age : after nearly three years ab- 
sence, our noble Author returned to his nati^pe 



land, and gave to the public Childe Warold^s 
Pilgrimage^ a romaunt. Walter Scott had at 
that moment attained the supremacy of poetic 
talent, and the affected nursery versification of 
Wordsworth, with the wild pretended iraita* 
lions of the ancients, by Southey, had founcl 
admirers, the one for its trite simplicity, and 
the other for its undoubted claim to worship, 
as being unlike any thing a in the heaven abovet 
or in the earth beneatb, or in the waters, under 
the earth. » The appearance of Childe Harold 
made Walter Scott tremble on his throne \ he 
saw. the sceptre ready to pas» from his bands 
into those of bis noble rival ; while the ephe- 
meral brood of poetasters felt the presence of 
the master, and slunk into their native insig- 
nificance. For many years the versifiers, scrib* 
bling insfild Minen^d, had felt the impossibility 
of writing any thing like a regular poem by 
classical rules ^ many of them even were so 
ignorant, t}iat they were not aware of ihe exi&- 
tence of any, and the others affected to disdain 
what they could not reach. Lord Byron himself 
became slightly tinged with the infection, and 
he sometimes forgot his Horace, to follow those 
whom he was born to surpass. But^ upon the 
whole, Cliilde Harold displayed such unequi- 
vocal proofs of true poetic genius and a highly 
cultivated mind *, it so far surpassed all recent 
attempts of the same nature, that the literary 
part of the public willingly pardoned a few 
eccentricities^ and the world in general hailed 
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'i it whli a rapture which would not suffer the 
^\ tautteriogs of crilirism to be heard. Every suc- 
^j ceeding literary effusion of his Lordship has met 
with incrieased applause. 

The Giaour^ the Bride ofAhydos^ the Cor^ 
sair^ Lara^ Hebrew Melodies^ Manfred^ etc. , 
followed CtiUde Hcu^old in rapid succession, and 
disclosed the vast poetical powers of his Lord- 
I ship. Where all is excellent, it is difficult to 
' distinguish^ each poem has its pecjiliar merit, 
y but perhaps tlw Corsair is more thoroughly im- 
bued with the mental character of its author 
tban any other 5 none ever yet read it without 
' feeling regret at its abrupt conclusion. Some 
superGcial readers have expressed surprise at 
the success of some of his poems, because the 
characters are often far from amiable. Had these 
persons been able to descend into their own 
hearts, and analyse their own feelings, their 
wGbder would have ceased. Our noble author 
generally draws from nature, and his descrip- 
1 tions touch a sympathetic cord in the human 
^ heart, which vibrates « we know not why, and 
care not wherefore. » Lord Byron is essentially 
a natural poet, and he writes only in the mo- 
ments of inspiration -, this gives him an incal- 
culable advantage over those, whom the auri 
I S€u:ra fames goad on to write, no matter hoWf 
I so that they can fill a volume and put a few 
thousands in their pockets. Lord Byron is ani- 
j mated by a nobler principle *, he makes a pre- 
' sent of his works to his fciends, a mode of 
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ftctii^ which alone must itispire more elevated 
poetic sentiment than the mere object of pecu- 
•niary gain. Lord Byron having established liis 
fame on a solid basis, all ranks of his reader 
fek happy in his union with the amiable daugh- 
ter of Sir Ralph Milbank, Baft. , the heiress 
of the fortune and honours of the noble Hous6 
of Wetitworth, to which she has succeeded 
since the birth of their daughter and ^m^ii-' 
chely separation from her Lord ^ being now is 
her own right Viscountess Wenlworth. On that 
melancholy event the biographer cannot do 
better than imitate the example set by the pat- 
ties themselves : not a breath of accusation is 
heard on either side \ the dignified virtue oi 
Lady Byron not permitting her even to notice 
the affecting lines of his Lordship^ which never 
Hftil to draw the tear of sensibility. Since that fatal 
period has Lordship has become a voluntary 
exile from the land of his forefathers ; but he 
has not been forsaken by the Muse, as the third 
and fourth cantos of Childe Harold prove, lie 
can still boast of her happiest inspiration, which, 
at the same time that it lightens the gloom of 
the heart-broken exile, gives him still more 
exalted claims to the admiration and sympathy 
of those whose approbation can never be ia- 
different to an honourable mind. 
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BRIDE OF ABYDOS< 

A TURKISH TALE. 



Had we never loved so kindly. 
Had we never loved so blindly, 
Never met or never parted, 
VVe bad ne'er been broken hearted. 

BURNS. 



TO 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LORD HOLLAND, 

THIS TALE 

IS INSCRIBED, WITH 

EVERY SENTIMENT OF REGARD 

AND RESPECT, 

BY HIS GRATEFULLY OBLIGED 

AND SINCERE FRIEND, 

BYRON. 



THE 



BRIDE OF ABYDOS 



CANTO L 



I. 

A.NOW ye the land -where the cypress and myrtle 

Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime? 
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the turtle, 

Now melt into sorrow, now madden to crime ? 
Know ye the land of the cedar and vine. 
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine ; 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with perfume, 
Wax faint o'er the gardens of gul * in her bloom; 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruity 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mute ; 
Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky, 
In colour though varied, in beauty may vie. 
And the purple of Ocean is deepest in die ; 
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twine, 
And all, save the spirit of man, is divine? 
'Tis the clime of the East ; 'tis the land of the Sun — 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done ? ^ 
Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell 
Are the hearts which they bear, a nd the tales which they tcl I . 

II. 

Begirt with many a gallant slave. 
Apparelled as becomes the brave, 
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Awaiting each his Lord's behest 

To guide his steps, or guard his rest, 

Old Giafiir sate in his Divan : 

Deep thought was in his aged eye ; 
And though the face of Mussulman, 

]Not oft betrays to standers by 
The mind within, well skilled to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 
His pensive check and pondering brow 
Did more than he was wont avow. 

III. 

«Let the chambev be cleared." — The train disappear 
Wow call me the chief of the Haram guard. »> 

Willi Giafiir is none but his only son, 

And the P^^ubian awaiting the sire's award. / 

« Haroun— when all the crowd that wait 

u Are passed beyond the outer gate, 

« (Woe to the head whose eye beheld 

« My child Zulcika's face unveiled 1) 

u Hence, lead my daughter from the tower ; ■ 

« Her fate is fixed this very hour : 

« Yet not to her repeat my thought ; 

u By me alone be duty taught !« 

« Pacha ! to hear is to obey. >» 
T*Jo more must slave to despot say — 
Then to the tower had ta'en his way. 
But here young Selim silence brake. 

First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 
And downcast looked, and genlly spake, 

* Still standing at the Pacha's feel : 
For son of Moslem must expire, 
Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 



IrHE BRIDE 0^ ABYDOSk 

w pAlher ! for feat that thou should'st chide 
tc My sister, or her sable guide, 
« Know, for the fault, if fault there be, 
u Was mine, then fall thy frowns c^ii me; 
« So lovelily the morning shone, 

« That-*— let the old and weary sleep — 
« I could not; and to view alone 

(t The fairest scenes of land and deep, 
« With none to listen and reply 
tt To thoughts with which my heart beat high 
« Were irksome — for whatever my mood, 
<t In sooth I love not solitude ; 
<t I on Zuleika's slumber broke, 

•« And, as thou knowest that for me 

« Soon turns the Haram's grating key, 
t< Before the guardian slaves awoke 
« We to the cypress groves had flown, 
« And made eailh, main, and heaven our own! 
« There lingered we, beguiled too long 
« With Mejnoun's tale, or Sadi's songj^ ^ • 
« Till I, who heard the deep tambour ^ 
'« Beat thy Divan's approaching hour, 
« To thee and to m^ duty true, 
« Warned by the sound, to greet- thee flew : 
« But there Zuleika wanders yet — 
« Nay, father, rage not — nor forget 
«t That none can pierce that secret bower 
« But those who watch the women's tower. >» 

IV. 

« Son of a slave » — the Pacha said — 
*t From unbelieving mother bred, 
« Vain were a father's hope to see 
« Aught that beseems a man in thee. 
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« Tbdu, when thine arm should bend the boT?", 
ct And hurl the dart, and curb the steed, 
« Thou, Greek in soul if not in creed, 
« Must pore where babbling waters flow, 
«t And watch unfolding roses blow. 
« Would that yon orb, whose matin glow 
« Thy listless eyes so much admire, 
« Would lend thee something of his fire ! 
M Tkou, who wouldst see this battlement 
« By Christian cannon piecemeal rent; 
« Nay, tamely view old StamboPs wall 
u Before the dogs of Moscow fall, 
M Nor strike one stroke for life and death 
«c Against the curs of Nazareth ! 
« Go — let thy less than woman's hand 
M Assume the distaff — not the brand. 
« But, Haroun ! — to my daughter speed : 
« And hark — of thine own head take heed — 
<( If thus Zaleika oft takes wing— « 
u Thou see'st yon bow— it hath a string ! » 



V. 



No sound from Selim's lip was- heard, 

At least that met old Giaffir's ear, 
But every frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. 

« Son of a slave ! — reproached with fear ! 

M Those gibes had cost another dear. 
It Son of a slave! — and who my sire ? >» 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career, 
And glances ev'n of more than ire 

Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 
Old GiaiHr gazed upon his son 
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And Started ; for within his eye 

He read how much his wrath had done ; 

He saw rebellion there begun : 

« Come hither, boy — what, no reply ? 

M I mark thee — and I know thee too ^ 

« But there be deeds thou dar'st not do : 

« But if tby beard had manlier length, 

« And if thy hand had skill and strength, 

« I'd joy to see thee break a lance, 

« Albeit against my owa perchance. » 

As soeeringly these accents fell, 

Oq Selim's eye he fiercely gazed : 

That eye returned him glance for glance, 

And proudly to his sire's was raised, 

Till Giaffir's quailed and shrunk askance—- 

And why — he felt, but durst not tell. 

« Much i misdoubt this wayward boy 

<< Will one day work me more annoy : 

^ I never loved him from his birth, 

« And — but his arm is little worth, 

« And scarcely in the chase could cope 

*« With timid fawn or antelope, 

" Far less would venture into strife 

«< Where man contends for fame and life-— 

« 1 would not trust th'at look or tone : 

« No — nor the blood so near my own. 

*« That blood — he hath not heard — no more— 

«< I'll watch him closer than before. 

" He is an Arab* to my sight, 

« Or Christian crouching in the fight— 

« But hark !*— I hear Zuleika's voice ; 

« Like Houris' hymn it meets mine ear : ^ 

« She is the oflspring of my choice ; 

« 0! more than ev'n her mother dear, 

,4 
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« With all to hope, and nought to fear— > 
« My Peri ! ever welcome here ! 
« Sweet as the desart-fountain's wave 
« To lips just cooled in time to save — 

» Such to my longing sight art ihou ; 
« Nor can they waft to Mecca's shrine 
«< More thanks for life, than I for thine 

« Who hlest thy birth, and bless thee now-» 

VL 

Fair, as the first that fell of womankind, 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling. 
Whose image then was stamped upon her mind — 

But once beguiled — and ever more beguiling ; 
Dazzling, as that, oh ! too transcendant vision 

To Sorrow's phantom-peopled slumber given, 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 

And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven; 
Soft, as the memory of buried love ; 
Pure, as the prayer which Childhood wafts above; 
Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief, 
Who met the maid with tears — ^but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words es«4»y 
To fix one spark of Beauty's heavenly ray? 
Who doth not feci, until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delight, 
His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The might — the majesty of Loveliness ? 
Such was Zuleika — such around her shone 
The nameless charms unmarked by her alone ; 
The light of love, the purity of grace, 
The mind; the music breathing from her face,^ 
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Tbe heart whose softness hainionized the whoh 
And, oh ! that eye was ia itself a Soul ! 

Her graceful arms ia meekness bending 

Across her gently-budding breast; 
At one kind word those arms extending 

To clasp the neck of him who blest 

His child caressing and carest, 

Zuleika came — and Giafllr felt 

His purpose half within him melt : 

Not that against her fancied weal 

His heart though stern could ever feel ; 

Affection chained her to that heart ; 

Ambition tore the links apart. 

VII. 

^ Zuleika ! child of gentleness ! 

« How dear this very day must tell, 
•« When I forget my own distress, 

« In losing what 1 love so well, 

H To bid thee with another dwell : 

« Another ! and a braver man 

« Was never seen in battle's van. 
« We Moslem reck not much of blood ; 

« But yet the line of Carasman^ 
(< Unchanged, uuchangeablc hath stood 
« First of the bold Timariot bands 
" That won and well can keep their lands 
« linoiigh that he who comes to woo 
•« Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou : 
« His years need scarce a thought employ ? 
" 1 would not have thee wed a boy. 
<< And thou shalt have a noble dower : 
«^ And his and my united power 
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M Will laugh to scorn the death-firman , 
M Which others tremhle but to scan, 
M And teach the messenger^ what fate 
« The bearer of such boon may wait. 
« And now thou know'st thy father's will } 

u All that thy sex hath need to know : 
« 'Twas mine to teach obedience still — 

« The way to love, thy lord may show. >» 

VIIL 

In silence bowed the virgin's head ^ 

And if her eye was filled with tears 
That stifled feeling dare not shed, 
And changed her cheek from pale to red, 

And red to pale, as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped, 

What could such be but maiden fears 7 
So bright the tear in* Beauty's eye. 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry; 
So sweet the blush of Bashfulness, 
Even Pity scarce can wish it less ! 
Whate'er it was the sire forgot ; 
Or, if remembered, marked it not; 
Thrice clapped his hands, and called his steed, 9 

Resigned his gem-adorned Chibouque, *• 
And mounting feally for the mead. 

With Maugrabee "and Mamaluke 

His way amid his Delis took, " 
To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or blunt jereed. 
The Kislar only and his Moors 
Watch well the Haram's massy doors. 
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IX, 

His head was leant upon his hand, 
His eye looked o'er the dark blue water 

That swiftly glides and gently swells 

fietvveen the winding Dardanelles ; 

But yet he saw nor sea nor strand, 

Nor even his Pacha's turbaned band 
Mix in the game of mimic slaughter. 

Careering cleave ihe folded felt '^ 

With sabre stroke right sharply dealt ; 

Nor marked the javelin-darting crowd, 

Nor heard their Oliabs ^^ wild and loud—- 
He thought but of old Giaffir's daughter ! 

X. 

No word from Selim's bosom broke ; 

One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke : 

Still gazed he through the lattice grate, 

Pale, mute, and mournfully sedate. 

To him Zuleika's eye was turned. 

But little from his aspect learned: 

Equal her grief, yet not the same ; 

Her heart confessed a gentler flame : 

But yet that heart alarmed or weak, 

She knew not why, forbade to speak. 

Yet speak she must — but when essay? 

«« How strange he thus should turn away! 

« Not thus we e'er before have met ; 

« Nor thus shall be our parting yet. » 

Thrice paced she slowly through the room. 
And watched his eye — it still was fixed : 
She snatched the urn wherein was mixed 

The Persian Alar-gul's *^ perfume, 
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And Sprinkled all its odours o*er 
The pictured roof *^ and marble floor : 
The drops, that through his glittering vest 
The playful girl's appeal addrest, 
Unheeded o'er his bosom flew, 
As if that breast were marble too. 
« What sullen yet? it must not be— 
« ! gentle Selim, this from thee ! » 
She saw in curious order set 

The fairest flowers of Eastern land — 
w He loved them once; may touch them yet, 

« If oifcred by Zuleika's hand. » 
The childish thought was hardly breathed 
Before the rose was plucked and wreathed ; 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim's feet : 
'1 This rose to calm my brother's cares 
« A message from the Bujbul ^^ bears ; 
« It says to-night he will prolong 
w Fo/Selim's ear his sweetest song ; 
« And though his note is somewhat sad, 
« He'll try for once a strain more glad, 
« Wilh some faint hope his altered lay 
« May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XI. 

« What! not receive my foolish flower? 

« Nay then I am indeed uublest : 
« On me can thus thy forehead lower? 

« And know'st thou not who loves thee be 
«< Oh, Selim dear! Oh, more than dearest! 
« Say, is it me thou hat'st or fearest? 
M Come, Jay thy head upon my breast, 
« And I will kiss thee into rest^ 
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« Since words of mine, and songs must fail, 
" Evcu from my fabled nigblingale. 
« I knew our sire at times was stern, 
« But this from thee had yet to learn : 
« Too well I know he loves thee not f 
« But is Zuleika's love forgot ? 
« Ah ! deem I right ? the Pacba's plan — 
" This kinsman Rey of Carasraan 
« Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 
« If so, I sweav by Mecca's shrine, 
•« If shrines that ne'er approach allow 
« To woman's step admit her vow, 
« Without thy free consent, command, 
« The Sultan should not have my hand ! 
« Think'st thou that I could bear to part 
« With thee, and learn to halve my Ueart ? 
« Ah ! were I severed from thy side, 
. « Where were thy friend— and who my guide ? 
« Years have not seen, Time shall not see 
« The hour that tears my soul from thee ; 
« Even Azrael, ^^ from his deadly quiver 

« When flies that shaft, and fly it must, 
« That parts all else, shall doom for ever 

« Our hearts to undivided* dust ! » 

XII. 

lie lived — he breathed — he moved — he felt; 
He raised ihe maid from where she knelt: 
His trance was goue — his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwell; 
With thoughts that burn — in rays that melt. 
As the stream late concealed 

By the fringe of its willow^; 
When it rushes revealed 
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Iq the iigiit of its billows; 

As the bolt biu^ts on high 

From the black cloud that bound it. 

Flashed the soul of that eye 

Through the long lashes round it. 

A war-horse at the trumpet's sound, 

A lion roused by heedless hound, 

A tyrant waked to sudden strife 

By graze of ill-directed knife, 

Starts not to more convulsive life 

Than he, who heard that vow, displayed. 

And all, before repressed, betrayed : 
« Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 
M With life to keep, and scarce with life resign j 
« Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 
« Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. 
« Yes, fondly, wisely hast thou done, 
« That vow hath saved more heads than one : 
« But blench not thou — thy simplest tress 
u Claims more from me than tenderness ^ 
«< I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
« That clusters round thy forehead fair, 
« For all the treasures buried far 
« Within the caves of Istakar. *9 
« This morning clouds upon me lowered, 
« Reproaches on ray head were showered, 
« And Giaifir almost called me coward ! 
« Now I have motive to be brave ; 
« The son of bis neglected slave, 
« Nay, start not, 'twas the term h^ gave, 
« May show, though little apt to vaunt, 
ci A heart his words nor deeds can daunt. 
M His son, indeed! — yet', thanks to thee, 
w Perchance I am, at least shall be y 
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But let our plighted secret vow 

Be only knowu to us as now. 

I know the wretch who dares demand 

From Giaiiir tby reluctant hand ; 

More i)l-got wealth, a meaner soul 

Holds not a Musselim's^^ control : 

Was he not bred in Egripo?*' 

A. viler race let Israel show I 

But let that pass — to none he told 

Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold. 

To me and mine leave Osman Bey ; 

I've partizans for peril's day: 

Think not I am what I appear ; 

I've aims, and friends, and vengeance near. » 

XIII. 

Think not thou art what thou appearest ! 

« My Seiim , thou art sadly changed : 
This morn I saw thee gentlest, dearest ; 

u But now thou'rt from thyself estranged. 
Itfy love thou surely knew'st before, 
It ne'er was less, nor can be more. 

To see thee, hear thee, near thee «1ay, 

« And hate the night 1 know not why, 
Save that we meet not but by day ; 

« With thee to live, with thee to die, 

« I dare not to my hope deny : 

Thy check, thine eyes, thy lips to kiss, 
I Like this — and this — no more- than this ; 
' For, Alia! sure thy jips are ffame: 

«< What fever in thy veins is flushing ? 
* My own have nearly caught the same, 

« At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 
' To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health, 



1 8 THE BRIDE OF AfiTDOSl. 

a Partake, but never waste thy wealth, 

« Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by, 

«< And lighten half thy poverty ; 

« Do all but close thy dying eye, 

« For that 1 could not live to tiy; 

n To these alone my thoughts aspires 

« More can I do ? or thou require ? 

« But, ScHm, thou must answer why 

« We need so much of mystery ? 

n The cause I cannot dream nor tell, 

u But be it, since thou say*st 'tis well ; 

tt Yet what thou mean'st by ' arms' and * friends' 

u Beyond my weaker sense extends. 

M I meant that Giaffir should have heard 

« The very vow I plighted thee ; 
« His wrath would not revoke my word : 

a But surely he would leave me free. 

u Can this fond wish seem strange in mc, 
u To be what I have ever been ? 
« What other hath Zuleika seen 
n From simple childhood's earliest hour? 

« What other can she seek to see 
« Than thee, companion of her bower, 

« The partner of her infancy? 
« These cherished thoughts with life begun, 

M Say, why must I no more avow? 
« What change is wrought to make me shun 

M The truth ; my pride, and thine till now ? 
« To meet the gaze of stranger's eyes 
« Our law, our creed, our God denies; 
« Nor shall one wandering thought of mine * 
« At such, our Prophet's will, repine: 
« No ! happier made by that decree, 
« He left me all in leaviug thee. 



* 
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«* Deep were my anguish, thus compelled 
•» To wed with one I ne'er beheld : 
« This wherefore should I not reveal ? 
•* Why wilt thou urge me to conceal ? 

«« I know the Pacha's haughty mood 

•« To thee hath never boded good ; 

^ And he so often storms at nought, 

« Allah! forbid that e'er he ought ! 

•* And why 1 know not, but within 

* My heart concealment weighs like sin. 

« If then such secrecy be crime, 
«( And such it feels while lurking here ; 

*< Oh, Selim ! tell me yet in time, 

« Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 
" Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar, ^* 
" My father leaves the mimic war ; 
** I tremble now to meet his eye — 
" Say, Sehm, cau'st thou tell me why? » 

XIV. 

•* Zuleika ! to thy tower's retreat 

'* Betake thee — Giaflir I can greet : 

•* And now with him I fain must prate 

^ Of firmans, imposts, levies, state. 

*' There's fearful news from Danube's banks ; 

*• Our vizier nobly thins his ranks, 

** For which the Giaour may give him thanks I 

*» Our Sultan hath a shorter way 

*' Such costly triumph to repay. 

" But, mark mc, when the twilight drum 
'* Hath warned the troops to food and sleep, 

" Unto thy cell will Selim come : 
« Then softly from the Haram creep 
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« Where we may wander by the deep : 
<i Our gardeu-battlements are steep ; 
« Nor these will rash intruder climb 
« To list our words, or stint our time, 
tt And if he doth, I want not steel 
« Which some have felt, and more may feel, 
u Then shaft thou learn of Selim more 
« Than thou hast heard or thought before ^ 
« Trust me, Zuleika — fear not me ! 
« Thou know*st I hold a Haram key. » 

« Fear thee, my Selim ! ne'er till now 
« Did word like this— *» 

« Delay not thou^ 
« I keep the key — and Haroun's guard 
H Have some, and hope of more reward, 
u To night, Zuleika, thou shalt hear 
M My tale, my purpose, and my fear : 
«< I am not, love ! what I appear. » 



END OF CANTO I. 
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CANTO II. 
I. 



1 HE winds are high on HelJe's wave, 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love, who sent, forgot to save 
The young, the beautiful, the brave, 
The lonely hope of 5estos' danghter. 
Oh ! when alone along the sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high, 
Though rising gale, and breaking foam, 
And shrieking sea-birds warned him home; 
And clouds aloft and tides below, 
With signs and sounds, forbade to go, 
He could not see, he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear; 
His eye but saw that light of love, 
The only star it hailed above; 
His ear but rang with Hero's song, 
« Ye, waves, divide not lovers Jong ! » — - 
That tale is old, bat love anew 
May nerve young hearts to prove as tme. 

11. 

The winds are high, and Hellers tide 
Bolts darkly heaving to the main; 

And Night's descending shadows hide 
That field with blood bedewed in vain, 
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The desai't of old Priam's prile; 

The tombs, sole relics of his reign, 
All — save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio's rocky isle ! 

Ill, 

Oh ! yet — for there my steps have been; 

These feet have pressed the sacred shore, 
Thiese limbs that buoyant wave hath borne- 
Minstrel ! with thee to muse, to noioumi 

To trace again those fields of yore, 
Believing every hillock green 

Contains no fabied hero's ashes. 
And that around the undoubted scene - 

Thine own «t broad Hellespont »> ^ still dashei 
Be long my lot ! and cold were he 
Who there could gaze denying thee ! 

JV. 

The night hath closed on Helle's stream, 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 
That moon, which shone on his high theme : 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam, 
But conscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their flocks are grazing on the mound 

Of him who felt the Dardan's. arrow : 
That mighty heap of gathered ground 
Which Ammon's*^ son ran proudly round, 
By nations raised, by monarchs crowned, 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow I 

Within — thy dwelling-place how narrow ! 
Without — can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that was beneath : 
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Dust long outlasts tbe stoned stone; 
5ul Thou — thy very dust is gone I 

V. 

Late, late to night will Dian cheer 

The swain, and chase the boatman's fearj 

Till then-rrtrno beacon on the cliff 

May shape the course of struggling skiff; 

The scattered lights that skirt the ))ay , 

All, one by one, have died away; 

The only lamp of this lone hour 

Is glimmering jn Zuleika's tower. 

Yes ! there is light in that lone chamber, 

And o'er her silken Ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber, 

O'er which her fairy fingers ran ; ^ 
Near these, with emerald rays beset, 
( How could she thus that gem forget ? ) 
Her mother's sainted amulet, *5 
Whereon engraved the Koorsee text, 
Could so^ooth this life, and win the next ; 
And by her Gomboloio ^^ lies 
A Koran of illumined dyes ; 
And many a bright emblazoned rhyme 
By Persian scribes redeemed from time ; 
A4d o'er those sd^olls,' not oft so mate, 
Eeclines her now neglected lute ; 
And round her lainp of fretted gold 
Bloom flowcfrs in urns of China's mouldy 
The richest work of Iran's loom, . . 

And Shecraz' tribute of perfume ; 
All that can eye or sense delight 

Are gathered in that gorgetous room ;< 

But yet it hath an air of gloona. 
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She, of this Peri cell the sprite, 

What doth she hence, and on so rude a nig] 

VI. 

Wrapt in the darkest sahle vest, 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear, 
To guard from winds of hearen the breast 

As hearen itself to Selim dear, 
With cautious steps the thicket threading, 

And starting oft, as through the glade 

The gust its hoUow moanings made, 
Till on the smoother pathway treading, 
More free her timid bosom beat. 

The maid pursued her silent guide ; 
And, though her terror urged retreat, 

How could she quit her Selim's side ? 

How teach her tender lips to chide ? 

vn. 

They reached at length a grotto, hewn 

By nature, but enlarged by art, 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune. 

And oft her Koran conned apart ; 
And oft in youthful reverie 
She dreamed what Paradise might be : 
Where woman's parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdained to ^how; 
But Selim's mansion was secure^ 
Nor deem^ she, could he long endure 
His bower in other worlds of bhss,- - *?- ' 
Without her^ most beloved in this ! 
Oh ! who so dear with him conld dwell ? 
What Honri soothe him half so well? i 

. ■ '''"^ - J i (i n? '; ! i I 



THE BRIDE an ABTDOS. OlS 



VIIL 



Since last she visited the spot 

Some change seemed wrought within the grot : 

It might be only that the night 

Disguised things seen by better h'ght : 

That brazen lamp but dimly threw 

A ray of no celestial hue ; 

But in a nook within the cell 

Her eye on stranger objects feJL 

There arms were piled, not such as wield 

The turbaned Delis in the field ; 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt, 

And one was red — ^perchance with guilt ! 

Ah ! how without can blood be spilt ? 

A cup too on the board was set 

That did not seem to hold sherbet. 

What may this mean ? she turned to see 

Her Selim — m Oh! can this be he ? » 

IX. 

His robe of pride was thrown aside, 

His brow no high-crowned turban bore. 
But in its stead a &hawl of red. 

Wreathed lightly round, his temples wore : 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were worthy of a diadem, 
No longer glittered at his waist, 
Where pistols unadorned were braced ; 
And from his belt a sabre swung, 
And from his shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the ihin capote 
That decks the wandering Candiote : 
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Beneatli — his golden plated vest 

GIuDg like a cuirass to kis breast ; 

The greaves below his knee that woimd 

With silvery scales were sheathed and bounc 

But were it not that high command 

Spake in his eye, and tone, and hand, 

All that a careless eye could see 

In him was some young Galiongee. *^ 

X. 

u I said I was not what I seemed ; 

« And now thou seest my words were tri 
« I have a tale thou hast not dreamed, 

ft If sooth — its truth must others rue, 
« My story now 'twere vain to hide, 
u I must not see thee Osman's bride : 
« But had not thine own lips declared 
« How much of that young heart I shared, 
« I could not, must not, yet have shown 
«« The darker secret of my own. 
<( In this I speak not now of love ; 
« That, let time, truth, and peril prove : 
« But first — Oh ! never wed another— 
« Zuleika ! I am not thy brother ! » 

XI. 

« Oh ! not my brother ! — ^yet unsay-— 

u God ! am I left alone on earth 
n To mourn — I dare not curse — the day 

« That saw my solitary birth ? 
« Oh I thou wilt love me now no more ! 

n My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 
u But know me all I was before, 

« Thy sister — fnend<— Zuleika still. 
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«< Thou led'st me here perchance to kill ; 

it If tbou bast cause for veogeance, sec! 
« My breast is offered— take thy fill ! 
« Far better with the dead to be 
<t Than live thus qothiug now to thee: 
« Perhaps far worse, for ndw I know 
« Why Giaffir always seemed thy foe ; 
« And I, alas ! am Gi^ffir's child, 
« For whom thoii wert contemned, reviled, 
tt If not thy sister — wouldst thou save / 
« My life, Oh ! bid me be thy slave ! » 

Xll. 

« My slave, Zuleika ! — nay, I'm thine: 

•( But, gentle love, this transport cakn, 
« Thy lot shall yet be linked with mine ; 
« I swear it by our Prophet's shrine, 

« And be that thought thy sorrow's balm. 
" So may the Koran *9 verse displayed 
" Upon its steel direct my blade, 
'^ In danger's hour to guard us both, 
'* As I preserve that aw£ul oath ! 
** /Xhe name in which thy heart hath prided 
« Must change ; but, my Zuleika, know, 
'* That tie is widened, not divided, 

« Ahhough thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 
** My father was to Giaffir all 

u That Selim late was deemed to thee ; 
•* That brother wrought a brother's fall, 

«< But spared, at leait, my infancy; 
^^ And lulled me with a vain deceit 
^* That yet a like return may meet. 
^^ He reared me, not with tender help, 
« But like the nephew of a Gain ; ^t 
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« He walcLed me like a lion's wlielp, 

« That gnaws and yet may break his chaiq, 
M My father's blood in every vein 
« Is boiling ; but for thy dear, sake 
« No present vengeance will I take } 

«< Though here I must no more repiain, 
« But first, beloved Zuleika ! hear 
« How Gjaffir wrought thi$ deed of fear, 

xm. 

« How first their strife to rancour grew^ 

u If love or envy made them foes, 
« It matters litlje if I knew : 
« In fiery spirits, slights, though few 
« And thoughtless, v^ll disturb repose. 
In war Abdallah's arm was strong, 
Remembered yet in Bosniac song, 
And Paswan's^* rebel hordes attest 
How little love they bore such guest ; 
His death is all I need relate, 
The stern effect of Giaffir's hate ; 
u And how my birth disclosed to me, 
« Whatever beside it makes, hath made me free, 

XIV. 

a When Paswan, after years of strife, 
At last for power, but first for life. 
In Widin's walls too proudly sate, 

H Our Pachas rallied round the state ; 

i< INfor last nor least in high command 

u Each brother led a separate band ; 

« They gave their horsetails^* to the wind, 
N And mustering in Sophia's plain 

ft Their tents were pitched, their post assigned ; 
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« To one, alas ! assigned in vain ! 
« What need of words ? the deadly bowly 

<c By Giaffir^s order dragged and given, 
« With venom subtle as his soul, 

« Dismissed Abdallah's hence to heaven. 
« Reclined and feverish in the bath, 

« He, when the hunter's sport v^as up, 
« But little deemed a brother's wrath 

« To quench his thirst had such a cup : 
« The bowl a bribed attendant bore ; 
« He drank one draught,^^ nor needed more ! 
« If thou my tale, Znleika, doubt, 
« Gall Haroun — he can tell it out. 

XV. 

« The deed once done, and Paswan's feiid 

« In part suppressed, though ne'er subdued, 

« Abdallah's Pachalick was gained : — 

« Thou know'st not what in our Divan 

« Can wealth procui^e for worse than man—. 

« Abdallah's honours were obtained 

^ By him a brother's murder stained ; 

« 'Tis true, the purchase nearly drained 

« His ill got treasure, soon replaced. 

« Would'st question whence ? Survey the waste, 

<« And ask the squalid peasant how 

« His gains repay his broiling brow ! — 

« Why me the stern usurper spared^ 

« Why thus with me his palace shared, 

« I know not. Shame, regret, remorse, 

« And little fear from infant's force ; 

« Besides, adoption as a son 

« By him whom Heaven accorded none^ 
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tt Or some uDknown cabal, caprice, 
« Preserved me ihus ; — but not in peace : 
« He cannot curb bis baugbly mood, 
•« Nor 1 forgive a father's blood. 

XVI. 

« Witbin tby father's house are foes ; 

« Not all v^bo break his bread are true : 
<( To these should 1 ray birth disclose, 

« His days, his very hours were fiew. 
« They only want a heart to lead,- 
<( A hand to point them to the deed. 
« But Haroun only knows, or knew 
« This tale, whose close is almost nigh : 
« He in Abdaliah's palace grew, 
M And held that post in his Serai 
« Which holds he here — he saw him die : 
M But what could single slavery do ? 
u Avenge his lord ? alas ! too late ; 
« Or save his son from such a fate ? 
« He chose the last, and when elate 

if With foes subdued, or friends betrayed, 
« Proud GijUhr iu high triumph sate, 
« He led me helpless to his gate, 

« And not in vain it seems es^yed 

a To save the life for which he prayed. 
« The knowledge of my birth secured 

K From all and each, but most from me ; 
« Thus Gia£5r's safety was ensured. 

« Removed he too from Roumelie 
H To this our Asiatic side, 
u Far from our scats by Danube's tide, 
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« With none but Harouo, who retains ' 
4t Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 

« A tyrant^s secrets are but chains, •# 

«( From which the captive giadlj steals. 
•« And this and more to me reveals : 
<i Such still to guilt just Alia sends ^ 

« Slaves, tools, accomplices — no friends ! 

XYII. 

« All this, Zulcika, harshly sounds ; 

«< But harsher still my tale must be 
« Howe'er my tongue thy softness wounds, 

«< Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 

« I saw thee start this garb to see, 
« Yet is it one I oft have worn, 

a And long must wear : this Galiongee, 
« To whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 

« Is leader of those pirate hordes, 

« Whose laws and lives are on their swords ; 
« To hear whose desolating tale 
M Would make thy waning cheek more pale : 
u Those arms thou see*st my band have brought, 
u The hands that wield are not remote ^ 
« This cup too for the rugged knaves 

« Is filled — once quaffed, they ne*er repine : 
t* Our Prophet might forgive the slaves ; 
* « They're only infidels in wine. 

>xvin. 

« What could I be? Proscribed at home, 

« And tannted-j^, a wish to roam; 
^.< VVuAnd l«iti«ss jcft— for Giaffir's fear 
•^i5^*^^S^i(}tjy the cour^r and the spear — 
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tt Thougli oft — Oh, Mahomet! how oft I-*- 

tt In full Divan the despot scoffed, 

« As if 771;^ weak unwilling hand 

M Refused the bridle, or the brand : 

«< He ever went to war alone, 

» And pent me here untried, uuknown ; 

H To Haroun's care with women left, 

<i By hope unblest, of fame bereft 1 

u While thou — whose softness long endeared, 

« Though it unmanned me , still had cheered*— 

(( To Brusa's walls for safety sent, 

M Awaited'st there the field's event. 

(( Harouo, who saw my spirit pining 

(c Beneath inaction's sluggish yoke, 
u His captive, though with dread resigning, 

« My thraldom for a season broke, 
u On promise to return before 
u The day when Giafilr's charge was o'er. 
«< 'Tis vain — my tongue can not impart 
u My almost drunkenness of heart, 
«t When first this liberated eye 
a Surveyed Earth, Ocean, Sun and Sky, 
it As if my spirit pierced them through, 
M And all their inmost wonders knew ! 
u One word alone can paint to thee 
« That more than feeling — I was Free ! 
« E'en for thy presence ceased to pine ; 
« The World — nay — Heaven itself was mine I 

XTX. 

« The shallop of a trusty Moor 
M Conveyed me from this idle shore ; 
u I longed to see the isles that gem 
u Old Ocean's purple diadem : 
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« I nought by turus, and saw them all ; ^^ 

« But when and where I joined the crew, 
« With whom Vm pledged to rise or fall, 

«( When all that we design to do 
« Is done, twill then be time more meet 
« To tell thee, when the tale's complete. 

XX. 

. « Tis true, they are a lawless brood, 
« But rough in form, nor mild in mood , 
« And every creed, and every race, 
•( With them hath found— may find a place : 
« Bnt open speech, and ready hand, 
« Obedience to their chiefs command ; 
« A soul for every enterprize, 
« That never sees with terror's eyes ; 
« Friendship for each, and faith to all, 
« And vengeance vow'd for those who fall, 
« Have made them fitting instruments 
« For more than ev'n my own intents. 
« And some — and I have studied all 

K Distinguished from the vulgar rank, 
« But chiefly to my council call 

« The wisdom of the cautious Frank — 
« And some to higher thoughts aspire » 

« The last of Lambro's^^ patriots there 

H Anticipated freedom share 5 
« And oft around the cavern fire 
« On visionary schemes debate, 
« To snatch the Bayahs^^from their fate, 
(t So let them ease their hearts with prate 
«< Of equal rights, ^vhich man ne'er knew ; 
.« I have a loye for freedom too. , 
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K Ay ! let me like the Oc^ao- Patriarch ^^ roam, 
« Or only know oa land the Tartar's home ! ^* 
<( My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 
« Are more than cities and Serais to me : 
<i Borne by my steed, or wafted by my sail, 
tt Across the desart, or before the gale, 
« Bound where thou wilt, my barb ! or glide my pn 
u But be the star that guides the wanderer. Thou ! 
« Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark ; 
« The dove of peace and promise to mine ark! 
«( Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife, 
« Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 
« The evening beam that smiles the clouds away, 
« And tints to-mon'ow with prophetic ray! 
^ Blest — as the Mftezzin's strain frtan Mecca's wall 
« To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call ; 
« Soft — as the melody of youthful dap, 
« That steals the trembling tear of speechless praise i 
« Dear — as his native song to Exile's ears, 
K Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endeari 
« For thee in those bright isles is bailt a bower 
« Blooming as Aden ^b in its earliest hoor. 
a A thousand swords, with Selim's heart and hand, 
u Wail — wave — defend — destroy — at thy command 
« Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side, 
« The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride. 
« The Haram's languid years of listless ease 
« Are well resigned for cares— for joys like these : 
M Not blind to fate, I see, where'er I rove, 
n Unnumbered perils — ^but one only love ! 
« Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 
M Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray, 
tt How dear the dream in dariiest hours of ill, 
« Should all ))e changed^ to find thee faithful still ! 
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« Be but thy soul, like Selim's, firmly shown; 

u To thee be Selim's tender as thine own ; 

« To soothe each sorrow, share in each delight, 

K Blend eyery thought, do all — but disunite I 

« Once free, 'tis mine our horde again to guide ; 

« Friends to each othei*, foes to aught beside : 

« Yet there we follow but the bent assigned 

« By fatal Nature to man's warring kind : 

u Mark! where his carnage and his conquests cease! 

« He makes a solitude, and calls it-r-peacc ! 

« I like the rest mqst use my skill or strength, 

<i But ask no land beyond my sabre's lenglli : 

« Power sways but by division — ^her resource 

« The blest alternative of fraud or force ! 

« Ours be the last ; in time deceit may come 

« When cities cage us in a social home : 

« There- ey'u thy, soul might err — ^how oft the hi^art 

« Corruption shakes' which' peril could not part I 

« And woman, more than man, when death or woe 

« Or ev<|nj()isgrace,wyuld lay ber lover low,* 

« Sunk in the lap of luxury will shame-^ 

« Away au9p>cio« I i^ Zuleika's name i 

« But life is haxard fit the best ; and her^ 

« No more remaitf^ p^ win, and' much to fear ^ 

« Yes, fear I— the d<u]^bt, th& dres^d of losing thee, 

« By Osman*s po^er and Giaffirls stern deoree. ^ 

H That dread s^Ji vaiish with the favouring gAle, 

« Which Love to^ght bath promised to my |saii : 

«< No danger daui^ts t^ei pair his smile hath blest, 

« Their steps still roving, but tbejur hearts at reft. 

« With thee ^11 toils are sweet, eaob clime hath charms: 

« Earth— sea alike-— ouc world, within vur arms,! 

« Ay — ^let the loud winds whistle o'er thed^k,^ 

« So ths^t those >«m ding clos^ round my qeck : 
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n The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
a No sigh for safely, but a prayer for thee I 
« The war of elements no fears impart 
(1 To Love, whose deadliest bane is human art : 
« There lie the only rocks our course can check ; 
« Here moments menace — there are years of wreck ! 
« But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror's- shape I 
« This hour bestows, or ever bars escape. 
« Few words remain of mine my tale to close ; 
« Of thine but one to waft us from our foes ; 
« Yea — foes — to me will GiafBr's hate decline ? 
K And is not Osman^ who would part us, thine ? 

XXI. 

« His head and faith from doubt and death 

« Returned in time my guard to save ; 

tc Few heard, none told, that o'er the vrave 
« From isle to isle I roved the while : 
« And since, though parted from my band 
M Too seldom now I leave the land, ' ' 

« No deed they'^ve done, nor deed shall do^ 
« Ere I have heard and doomed it too': ' '- ' 
u I form the plan, decree the spoil, 
u 'Tis fit I oftencr share the toil; 
« But now too long IVe hcldthine ear; 
u Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
« We leave behind hot hate and fear, 
u To-morrow Osman with his train 
« Arrives — to-night must break thy chain : 
« And wou^d'st thou save that haughty Bey, 

M Perchance his life who gave thee thine, 
M With me this hour away — away ! 

a But yety though thou art plighted mine, 



TUE BRIDE OF ABTDOS. 87 

« Would'st thou recall thy willing vow, 
« Appalled by truths imparted now, 
M Here rest I — not to see thee wed : 
« But be that peril on my head I » 

XXIf. 

Zuleika, mute and motionless, 
Stood like that statue of distress, 
When, hei* last hope for eyer gone, 
The mother hardened into stone; 
All in the maid that eye could see 

But a younger I^Jiobe. 
But ere her lip, or e/n her eye, 
Essayed to speak, or look reply. 
Beneath the garden's wicket porch 
Far flashed on high a blazing torch ! 
Another — and another — and another — 
« Oh ! fly — no more — yet now my more than brother! » 
Far, wide, through every thicket spread, 
The fearful lights are gleaming red ; 
Nor these alone— for each rigfct hand 
\& ready with a sheatUess brand. ' 
They part, pursue, return, and wheel 
With -searching flambeau, shining steel ; 
And last of all, his sabre waving, 
Stern Giaffir in his fury rating*: • • " 
And now almost they touteh the' IcaVe— ^ 
Oh ! must that grot be Selim's gravJ ? . '. 

XJtiil.; ,. 

Dauntless he st6od.-^« *Tis come-— soon past—- — 

«< One kiss, Zuleika^-His my tast : 

<( But yet my band not far from fthoce 
» Majrieat this ugnal; see the fLaih*, 
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» Yet now too few — the attempt were rash : 
» No matter — yet one e£forl more. » 

Forth to the cavern mouth he stept ; 
His pistol's echo rang on high. 

Zuleika started not, nor wept, 

Despair henumhed her breast and eye !— • 

« They hear me not, or if they ply 

« Their oars, 'tis but to see me die ; 

« That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh. 

« Then forth my father's scimitar, 

« Thou ne'er hast seen less equal war ! 

« Farewell, Zul6ika! — Swoet ! retire : 
« Yet stay within^-^here linger safe, 
<c At thee his rage will only chafe. 

« Stir not — lest even: to t^e perchancq 

« Some erring bl^de or ball should glance. 

u Fear'st thou ior him.?^*may I expii'e 

« If in this slirife I seek thy sire! 

k No — ^though by hi^ that poisoa poured; 

« No — ^though again Jhe pail me coward I 

« But tamel}^ shall I meet their steel? 

« No — ^as each crest save his may feel ! »» 



A 



XXIV. 



One bound he made, and gained the sand : 

Already at his fe«t hath sunk 
The foremnst. of the! prying band , 

A gasping head^ A .^rering trui^k : 
Another falls — but round him close 

A swarming circle of his foes ; 
From right to l«lL hts. path he cleft. 

And almost met Iht, meeting v^ave ; 
His boat appears — ndt five oars* lepgA — 
His comrades strain with dtfiperate itreqgih*- 
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Oh ! are they yet in time to save ? 

His feet the foremost hreakers lave ; 
His haad are plunging ia the bay, 
Their sabres glitter through the spray; 
Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle — now they touch the land ! 
They come — 'tis but to add to slaughter— 
His heart's best blood is on the water I 

XXV. 

Escaped from shot, unharmed by steel, 
Or scarcely grazed it's force to feel , 
Had Selim won, betrayed, beset, 
To where the strand and billows met : 
There as his last step left the land, 
And the last deatL-blow dealt his hand-««> 
Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 

For her his eye bat sought in vain ? 
That pause, ^t fatal gaze he took. 

Hath doomed his death, or fiiLed his chain. 
Sad proof, in peril and in pain. 
How late will Lover's hope remain ! 
His back was to the dai^g spray ^ > 

Behind , but close, Ins comrades lay, 
When, at the instant, hissed the ball— • 
u So may the foes ^f Giaffir fall ! » 
Whose voice is heard? whose carbine rang ? . 
Whose ballet throngh the nigbt«air sang. 
Too nearly, deadly aimed to err? 
'Tis thine — Abdallah's murderer I 
The father slowly rued thy hate , , . ^ 

The son hath found a quicker fate.: 
Fast from his breast the. blood i$ bubbling. 
The whiteness of the sea^foam troabUog*— 
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If aught his lips essayed to groan, 
The rushing billows choaked the tone I 

XXVI. 

Mom slowly rolls the clouds away ; 

Few trophies of the fight arc there : 
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent ; but some signs of fray 

That strand of strife may bear, 
And fragments of each shivered brand ; 
Steps stamped ; and dashed into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be marked ; nor far remote 
A broken torch, an oarless boat ; 
And tangled on the weeds that heap 
The beach where shelving to the deep 
There lies a white Capote I 
'Tis rent in twain — one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o'er in vain : 

But where is he who wore ? 
Ye ! who would o'er his relics weep 
Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sig^um's steep 

And cast on Lemnos' shore : 
The sea-birds shriek above the prey. 
O'er which their hungry beaks delay, 
As shaken on his restless pillow. 
His head heaves with (he heaving billow ; 
That hand, whose motion is not life, 
Tet feebly seems to menace strife, 
Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

Then levelled with the ware — 
What recks it, though that corse shall lie 

Within a living graye ? 
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The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robbed the meaner worm ; 
The only heart, the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die, 
Had seen those scattered limbs composed, 

And mourned above his turban-stone, '^^ 
That heart hath burst— that eye was closed — 

Yea— closed before his own I 

XXVIL 

By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail ! 
And woman's eye is wet— man's cheek is pale : 
Zuleika ! last of Giaffir's race. 

Thy destined lord is come too late ; 
He sees not— ne'er shall see thy face I 

Can he not hear 
The loud Wul-wu]leh4» warn his distant car? 

Thy handmaids weeping at the gate, 
The Koran-chaunterj of the hymn of £ite. 

The silent slaves with folded arms that waif, 
Sighs in the hall, and shrinks upon the gale, 

Tell him thy tale ! 
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

That fcarfid moment when he left the cave 
Thy heart grew chill : 
He was thy hope — ^thy joy— thy love — thine all — 

And that last thought on him thou could'st not save 
Sufficed to kill ; 
Burst forth in one wild cry — and all was still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave ! 
Ah ! happy ! but of life to lose the worst ! 
That grief — though deep — ^though fatal— was thy first ! 
Thrice happy I ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, reyenge, remorse . 
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And, oh ! that paog where more than Madness lies ! 
>^The worm that will not sleep — and never dies ; 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night, 
Ihat dreads tlie darkness, and yet loathes the light, 
That winds around, and tears the quiv'ring heart ! 
Ah ! wherefore not consume it— -and depart! 

Woe to thee, rash and uurelentiDg chief ! 
Yainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy head, 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread : 
By that same hand Abdallah— Selim bled. 
Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief : 
Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman's bed, 
She, whom thy sultan had but seen to wed, 
Thy Daughter's dead ! 
Hope of thine age, thy twilight's lonely beam, 
The Star hath set that shone on Hdie's stiream. 
What quenched its ray? — the blood that thou hast sb 
Hark ! to the hurried question of Despair : 
« Where is my child? » an echo answers — w Where? 

XXVIII. 

Within the place of thousand tombs 

That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamped with an eternal grief. 

Like early unrequited Love, 
One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

Ev'n in that deadly grove — 
A single rose is shedding there 

Its lonely lustre, meek and pale : 
It looks as planted by Despair — 

So white — ^so faint— the slightest gale 
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Might whirl the leaves ou high ; 

And yet, though storms and blight assail, 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 

May wring it fromthe stem — in vain— 

To-morrow s^es it bloom again ! 

The stalk some spirit gently rears, 

And waters witb celestial tears ; 
For well may maids of Belle deem 

That this can be no earthly flower, 

Which mocks the tempest's withering hour, 

And buds misheltered by a bower ; 

Nor droops, though spring refuse her shower, 
Nor woos the summer beam : 
To it the livelong night there sings 

A bird unseen — ^but not remote : 
Invisible his airy wings, 
£ut soft as harp that Hoori strings 

His long entrancing note! 
It were the Bulbul ; but his throat, 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain : 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 

As if they loved in vain ! 
And yet so sweet the tears they shed , 

'Tis sorrow so unmixed with dread. 
They scarce can bear the morn to break 

That melancholy spell, 
And longer yet would weep and wake, 

He sings so wild and well ! 
But when the day-blush bursts from high 

Expires that magic melody. 
And some have been who could believe 
(*So fondly youthful dreams deceive. 

Yet harsh be they that blame ) 
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That note po piercing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 

Into Zuleika's name. ^^ 
'Tis from her cypress' summit heard, 
That melts in air the liquid word : 
T?is from her lowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 
There late was laid a marble stone ; 
Eve saw it p1aced-«>the Morrow gone ! 
It was no mortal arm that bore 
That deep-fixed pillar to the shore ; 
For there, as Helle's legends tell, 
Next morn 'twas found where Selim fell ; 
Lashed by the tumbling tide, whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave : 
And there by night, reclined, 'tis said, 
Is seen a ghastly turbaned head : 
And hence extended by the billow, 
'Tis named the « Pirate-phantom's pillow ! » 
Where first it lay that mourning flower 
Hath flourished ^ flourisheth this hour, 
Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale , 
As weeping Beauty's cheek at Sorrow's tale ! 
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Note 1, page 5, line 8. 
Wax faint o^tfr thp gardens of Qui in her bloom, 

4K Gul,» t)ie rpse^ 

Note a, page S/line 17. 
Cfin he smile on suf^ fieeds as his children have done? 
M Souls made jof fire, and children of the Sun, 
« Wi^h whom Revepge is Virtue. » 

Young's Reyenge. 

Note 3, page 7, line 20. 
With MejnouiCs tale, or Sadi*s song, 

Mejnoun and Leila, the Romeo and Juliet of the East. 
Sadi, the moral poet of Persia. . 

Note 4f P^gc 7> liiic ^i* 
Till I, who heard the deep tambour. 

Tambour, Turkish drum, which sounds at sunrise, noon^ 
and twilight. 

Note 5, page 9, line 29. 
He is an Arab to my sight. 

The Turks ahhor the Arabs ("who return the compliment 
a hundred fold) even more than they hate the Christians. 

Note 6, page 11, line 3o. 
The mindy the Music breathing from her face. 

This expression has met wjith objections. I will not refer 
to « Him who hath not Music in his soul»>» but merely re- 
quest the reader to recollect, for ten seconds, the features 
of the woman whom he believes to be the most beautiful ; 
and if he then does not comprehend fully what is feebly 
eipressed in the above line, I shall be sorry for us both. 
For an eloquent pusage in the latest work of the first female 
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"writer of this, perhaps, of any age, on the analogy (and the 
immediate comparison excited by that analogy) between 
« painting and music, » sec vol. iii. cap. lo. De l'Alle- 
MAGNE. And is not this connexion still stronger with the 
original than the copy? With the colouring of l^atnre 
than of Art? After all, this is rather to be felt than de- 
scribed ; still I think there are some who will understand 
it, at least they would have done had they beheld the coun- 
tenance whose speaking harmony suggested the idea; for 
this passage is not drawn from imagination but memory, 
that mirror which affliction dashes to the earth, and look- 
ing down upon the fragments, only beholds the reflection 
miilli{ji«d I 

Note 7, page ii, line 33. 
But yet the lii\e of Carasman, 

Garasman Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, is the principal 
landholder in Turkey, he governs Magnesia ; those who, by 
a kind of feudal tenure, possess land on condition of ser- 
vice, are called Timariets: they serve as Spahis, according 
to the extent of territory, and bring a certain number into 
the field, generally cavalry. 

Note 8, page la, line 3. 
And teach the messenger what fate. 

When a Pacha is sufficiently strong to resist, the single 
messenger, who is always the first bearer of the order for 
his death, is strangled instead, and sometimes five or six, 
one after the other, on the same errand, by command of 
the refractory patient; if, on the contrary, he is weak or 
loyal, he bows, kisses the Sultanas respectable signature, 
and is bow-strung with great complacency. In 1810, seve- 
ral of these presents were exhibited in the niche of the 
Seraglio gate ; among others, the head of the Pacha of 
Bagdat, a brave young man, cut off by treachery, after a 
defl^erate resistance. 

Note 9, page la, line aa. 
Thrice clapped his hands, and called his steed. 

* 

Clapping of the hands calls the servants. The Turks hate 
a superfluous cxpenditqre of ▼oice, and they have no bells. 
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Note lo, page 12, line a3. 
liesigtted bis gem-etdorned Chibouque. 
Chibouque, the turkish pipe , of which the amber nouth- 
piece, and sometimes the ball which contains the leaf, is 
adorned with precious stones, if in possession of the weal- 
thier orders. 

Note II, page 12, line aS. 
With Maugrabee and Mamaluke, 
Maugrabee, Moorish mercenaries. 

Note 13, page \.i, line 26. 
His way amid his D^lis took, 
Peli, bravos who form the forlorn hope of die cavalry, 
and always begin the action. 

Note i3, page i3, line 6. 
Careering cleave the folded felt, 
A twisted fold ai felt is used for scimitar practice by the 
Turks, and few but Mussulman arms can cut through it at 
a single stroke : sometimes a tough turban is used for the 
same purpose. The jerreed is a game of blunt javelins, 
animated and graceful. 

Note 14, page i3, line 11. 
Nor heard their Ollahs wild and loud— 
« Ollahs, » Alia il Allah, the « Leilies, » as the Spanish 
poets call them, the sound is Ollah ; a cry of ^hich the 
Turks, for a silent people, are somewhat profuse, particu- 
larly during the jerreed, or in the chase, but mostly in 
battle. Their animation in the field, and gravity in the 
chamber, with iheir pipes and comboloios, form an amus- 
ing contrast. 

Note i5, page i3, Use 3o. 
The Persian Ala r-guPs perfume, 
« Atar-gul;» ottar of roses. The Persian is the finest 
Note 16, page i^, line 2. 
Th^ pictured roof and marble floor. 
The ceiling and wainscots, or rather walls, of the Mussul- 
man apartments are generally painted, in great houses, with 
one eternal and highly coloured view of Constantinople, 
wherein the principal feature is a noble contempt of per- 
spective ; below, arms, scimitars, etc. are ia general fanci- 
. fully and not inelegantly disposed. 
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Note 17, page i4> line 18. 
A message from the Bulbul bears » 

It has been much doubted whether the notes of this 
« Lover of the rose » are sad or merry ; and Mr Fox^s re- 
marks on the subject, have provoked some learned contro- 
versy as to the opinions of the ancients on the subject. I 
dare not venture a conjecture on the point, though a little 
inclined to the « errare mallem, » etc. //'Mr- Fox was mis- 
taken. 

Note 18, page i5, line 21. 
Mpen Azraelf from his deadly guicer. 

« AxraelM — the angel of death. 

Note 19, page 16, line aS. 
Within the capes of Istakar. 

The'treasures of the Preadamite Sultans. See D'Herbe- 
LOT, article Istakar, 

Note 20, page 17, line 4* 
Holds not a Musselim's control. 

Musselim, a governor, the next in rank after a Pacha ; a 
Waywode is the third; and then come the Agas. 

Note ai, page 17, line 5. 
Was he not bred in Egripo, 

Egripo — the Negropont According to the proverb, the 
Turks of Egripo, the Jews of Salonica, and the Greeks of 
Athens, are the worst of their respective races. 

Note !x%f page 19, line i5. 
Ah I yonder se^ the Tchocadar, 

« Tchocadar » — one of the attendants who precedes a 
man of authority. 

Note 23, page 22^ line i3. 
Thine own « broad Hellespont » still dashes'. 

The wrangling about this tepithet, « the broad Hellespont » 
or the « boundless Hellespont, » whether it means one or the 
other, or what it means at all, has been beyond all possibi- 
lity of detail. I have even heard it disputed on the spot; 
and not foreseeing a speedy conclusion to the controversy, 
amused myself with swimming across it in the mean time, 
and probably may again/ before the point is settled. In- 
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deed, ihe question as to the trath of « the tale of Troy 
divine » still continues, much of it resting upon the.talis- 
manic word « aTrsepo;: » pr«hably Homer had the same 
notion of distance that a coquette has of time, and when he 
talks pf boundless, means half a mile ; as the latter, by a 
like figure, when she says eternal attachment, simply speci- 
fies three weeks. 

Note a4> page a a, line 34' 
Which AmmoTis son ran proudly round. 

Before his Persian invasion, and crowned the altar with 
laurel, etc. He was afterwards imitated by Garacalla in his 
race. It is believed that the last also poisoned a friend , 
named Festus, for the sake df newPatroclan games. I have 
seen the sheep feeding on the tombs of iEsietes and Anti- 
iochus ; the first is in the centre of the plain. 

Note a5, page a3, line i4* 
G*er which her fairy fingers ran. 

When rubbed, the amber is susceptible of a perfume, 
which is slight but not disagreeable. 

Note a6, page a3, line 17. 
Her mothei^s sainted amulet. 

The belief in amulets engraved on gems, or enclosed in 
gold boxes, containing scraps from the Koran, worn round 
the neck, wrist, or arm, is. still universal in the East. The 
Koorsee (throne) verse in the second cap. of the Koran de- 
scribes the attributes pf the Most High, apd is engraved in 
this manner, and worn by the pious, as the most esteemed 
amd sublime of all sentences. 

Note 27, page "33, line ao. 
And 6y her Comboloio lies. 

« Comboloio »—ia Turkish rosary TheMSS. particularly 
those of the Persians,, are richly adorned and illuminated. 

The Greek females are kept in utter ignorance ; but many 
of tjie Turkish girls are highly accomplished, though not 
actually ^alified for a Christian coterie ; perhaps some of 
our own « blues » might not be the worse for bleach'mg. 

Note a8, page a6, line 8. 
In him t^as some young Gah'o^igee. 

« Galiongee» — or Galioogi^ a sailor, that is, a Turkish 

3 
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sailor; the Greeks navigate, the Turks work the gans. 
Their dreas is picturesque ; and 1 have seen the Capitaa 
Pacha nore than once wearing it as a kind of incogs . Their 
lega, bowcTer^ are generally naked. The buskins described 
in tho text as sheathed behind with silver, are those of an 
Araaut robber, who was my host (he had quitted the pro- 
fession), at his Pyrgo, near Gasiouni in the Morea ; they 
were plated in scales one over the ether, like the back of 
an armadillo. 

Noteag, page 37, Kne 17. 
So may the Koran verse displayetl. 

The characters o» all Turkish scniitars contain some- 
times tlM name of the place of th^r manufaetiire, but more 
generally a text from the Koran, in letters of ^!d. Amongst 
those in my possession is one with a blade of singular 
construction ; it is very broad, and the edge notched into 
serpentine curves like tbe ripple of watec, or the wavering 
of flame. I asked the AnaeouA who sold it^ whaiposabie 
use such a figure could add : he said, in Italian, that he 
did not know;. but the Mussulmans had an idea that those 
of this form gave a severer wound; and liked- if became it 
was « pitk feroce. » I did not much admire the reasoo, but 
bought it for its peculiarity. 

Note )e, pag« ^7, liite 3a. 
But like thd nephe» of a Caih. 

It is to be observed, that every aUnsieik to any ilttPg or 
personage in the Old. Tesiameat, such as the Ark, or Cain, 
is equally the priviie|[,e A Mufsulmao and Jew ; indeed the 
former profess to be much better acquainted with the Jiyesj 
true an'd &buIous, of the patriarchs, than is warranted by 
our own Sacred writ, and not content with Adam, they have 
a biography of Pre>^ Adamites. Sotomon is the moaar«h of 
alt necromancy, UndMosesap'rop'bet^ inferior only to Christ 
and Mahomet. ' SILalcika is the Persian name of Potiphar*s 
wife, and her amour with tfoseph constitutes one of the 
finest poems in their fengtfag^* It iis therfefore no violation 
of costume to pdt the names of Gain, or Noah, into the 
aiovtli of a Moslem. 
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Note 3i, page aS^ line 16. 
^ad Pas»an*s rebel hordes attest, 

Paswan Ogloa, the rebel of Widin, who for the laat 
years of his life set the whole power of the Potte at defi- 
ance. 

Note 3a, page aSMine 28. 
They gai^e their horsetails ta the wind* 

Horsetail, the standard of a Pacha. 

Note 33, page 29, line 11. 
He drank one draughty nor needed more ! 

Giaffir, Pacha of Argyro Castro, or Scutari, I am not 
sore which, was actually taken oS by the Albanian Ali, in 
the manner described in the tei[t. Ali Pacha, while I was 
in the country, married the daughter of his victim^ some 
years after the event had taken place at a bath in Sophia, 
or Adrianople. The poison was mixed in the cup of co0ee 
which is presented before the sherbet by the bath-keeper, 
after dressing. 

Note 34, page 33, Kne i. 
/ sought if tarns, and saw them all. 

The Ttiticish notions of almost all islands are coiifiiMd to 
the Atthijpeltogcy, this sifa ftUnded tO' 

Note 35, page 33, line ^4. 
Theh$H(fLambro^s patriots there, 
Lamhf tf CatffiiJI^, «( Qpreek, famons for his efforts in 1789 
— 90 for the independence of his country : abandoned by 
the Ruasians, he became a pirate, and (he Archipelago was 
(he scf^ of his enierprizes. He is said to be still alive at 
Petcrsbiu-g. He and Riga are the two most celebrated of 
the Greek revolutionists. 

Ndtii 36, page 33, line 28. 
To snatch the Rayahs from their fate, 

•( Raryahs, » all who pay the capitatiMi tax, called the 
<( Haratch. » 

Note 37, page 34, line i. 
Ay^ let me like the Ocean-Patriarch roam. 

This first of voyages is one of the few with which the 
Mussukn&ns profess much acquaintance* 
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Note 38, page 34, line 2. 
Or only kno» on land the Tartar s home. 
The wandering life of the Arabs, Tartars, and Turko^ 
mans, will he found well detailed in any hook of £asteri| 
travels. That it possesses a charm peculiar to itself cannot 
he denied. A youpg French renegado confessed to Gha- 
teauhriandi that he nev<;r found himself alone, galloping in 
the desart, without a s^Qsatipa approaching to r^pturej 
which wa$ indescribably, 

Note 39, page 34, line 22- 
Blooming as jiden in its earliest hour. 

« Jannat al Aden, » the perpetual ^i^qde, \\% Mussiilman 
Paradise. 

Note 40, page 4i> lii^e 6. 
And mourned above his turdan-stone, 

A turban is carved in stone above the graves of metf only. 

Note 4iy paige 4i} line i5. 
The loud Wul-wuUeh warn hif distant ^ar. 

The death-song of the Turkish womeq. The « silent 
slaves » are the men whose notions of decoruip fQrhid (:oiii- 
plaint in public, 

Note 43, page 4^> Hoe ig. 
« Where is my child? » — an echo ansiyers — « Where? » 

<( I came to the place of my birth and cried, ' the friends 
« of my youth, where are they?' and an Echo answered, 
« * Where are they?' » From an Arabic MS, 

The above quotation (from which the idea in the text is 
taken) must be already familiar to every reader — it is given 
in the first annotation, page 67, of «The Pleasures of Me< 
mory ;» a poem so well known as to render a reference 
almost superfluous; but to whose pages all will be delighted 
to recur. 

Note 4^1 P^S® 44> l^nc ?• 
Into Zuleikd's name, 

« And airy tongues that syllable men's names. »> 

Milton, 
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tor a belief that the soals of the dead inhabit the form 
of birds, we need not travel to the East. Lord Lyttleton^s 
ghost story ; the belief of the Dmchess of Kendal, that 
George I. flew into her window in the shape of a raven 
(see Orford's Reminiscences), and many other instances, 
bring this superstition nearer home. The roost singular was 
the whim of a Worcester lady, who believing her daughter 
to exist in the shape of a singing bird, literally furnished 
her pew in the Cathedral with cages fall of the kind ; and as 
she was rich, and a benefactress in beautifying the church, 
DO objection was made to her harmless folly.— For this 
anecdote, see Oxford's Letters. 



THE CORSAIR. 

A TALE. 

I sQoi pensieri in lui dormir non ponno. » 
TASSO, canto declmo^ Gerusalemme Liberata' 



TO 



THCMAS MOORE, ESQ. 



MT DEAR MOORE 9 

I DEDICATE to you the last production with 
which I shall trespass on public patience, and 
your indulgence, for some years \ and I own 
that I feel anxious to avail myself of this latest 
and only opportunity of adorning my pages with 
a name, consecrated by unshaken public princi- 
ple, and the most undoubted and various ta- 
lents. While Ireland ranks you among the iSr- 
mest of her patriots 5 while you stand alone the 
first of her bards in her estimation, and Britain 
repeats and ratifies the decree, permit one, 
whose only regret, since our first acquaintance, 
has been the years he had lost before it com- 
menced, to add the humble but sincere suffrage 
of friendship, to the voice of more than one 
nation. It will at least prove to you, that I 
have neither forgotten the gratification deri- 
ved from your society, nor abandoned the 
prospect of its renewal, whenever your leisure 
or inclination allows you to atone to joiir friends 
for too long an absence. It is s^id among those 
friends, I trust ttuly, that you are engaged Iki 
the composition of a poem whose scene wiU 
be laid in the East j none can do those scenes so 
much justice. The wrongs of your oym coun- 

3^^ 
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try, the magnificent and fiery spirit of her 
sons, the beauty and feeling of her daughters, 
may there be found ; and CoUins, when he 
denominated his Oriental his Irish Eclogues, 
was not aware how true, at least, was a part 
of his parallel. Your imagination will create 
a warmer sun, and less clouded sky ; but wild- 
ness, tenderness, and originality are part of 
your national claim of oriental descent, to 
which you have already thus far proved your 
title more clearly than the most zealous of 
your country's antiquarians. 

May I add a few words on a subject on which 
aU men are supposed to be fluent, and none 
agji'eeable ? — Self. I have written much, and 
published more than enough to demand a 
longer silence than I now meditate \ but for 
some years to come It is my intention to tempt 
no further the award of « Gods, men, nor 
columns. » In the present composition I 
have attempted not the most difficult, but, 
perhaps, the best adapted measure to our 
language,, the good old and now neglected he- 
roic couplet. The stanza of Spenser is perhaps 
too slow and dignified fi>r narrative ; though, 
I confess, it is the measure most after my own 
heart : Scott alone, of the present generation 
has hitherto completely triumphed over the 
iatal facility of the octo - syllabic verse ^ and 
this is* not the least victory of his fertile and 
mighty genius : in blank verse^ Miltra, Thorn- 



ison.) and our dramaiists, are iha bteconft that 
abioe along tbe deop^ but warn us from the 
rough and barren rQck on which they are 
kindled. The heroic couplet h not the most 
popular measure certainly \ but' as I did not 
deviate into the other ivom. a wish to flatter 
what is called public opinion, I shall quit it 
without further apology, and take my chance 
once more with that versification^ in which I 
have hitherto published nothing but composi*' 
tions whose former eirculatiQii is part of my pre* 
sent and will be of my fnlure regret. 

With regard 10 my story, and sJlories in gene* 
ral, I should hsfre been glad to have rendered 
my personages more perfect and amiable^ if 
possible, in as much as I have been^ sometimes 
criticised, and considered no less responsible 
for their deeds and cjualities than if all had been 
personal. Be it so — if I have deviated into 
the gloomy vanity of <^ drawing from self, » 
the pictures are probably like, since they are 
unfavourable \ and if not, those who know me 
are undeceived, and those who do not, I 
have little interest in undeceiving. I have no 
particular desire that any but my acquain- 
tance should think the author better than the 
beings of his imagining ^ but I cannot help a 
little surprise, and perhaps amusement, at some 
odd critical exceptions in the present instance, 
when I see several bards^ (far more deserving, 
I allow)) in very reputabl(B plight, and quite 
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exempted from all participation in tbe faults 
of those heroes, who, nevertheless, might be 
found with little more morality than « The 
' Giaour, » and perhaps — but no — I must 
admit Childe Harold to be a very repulsire 
personage ; and, as to his identity, those who 
like it must give him whatever <( alias » they 
please. 

If, however, it were worth while to re- 
move the impression, it might be of some 
service to me, that the man who is alike the 
delight of his readers and his friends, the 
poet of all circles, and the idol of his own, 
permits me here and elsewhdiire to subscriber 
myself, 

most truly, 

and affectionately ,^ 

his obedient servant, 

BYRON, 
January 7.y i8i4* 



THE CORSAIR. 

A TALE. 
CANTO I. 



nessun maggior dolore. 



<c Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 

« Nella miseriay — — >» 

Dants. 



1. 

« O'er the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 

<c Our ihoagts as boundless , and our souls as free , 

« Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam , 

c< Survey our empire and behold our home ! 

« These are our realms, no limits to their swaj'— < 

«4 Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

« Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 

« From toil to rest , and joy in every change. 

«t Oh, who can tell? not thou, luxurious slave ! 

« Whose soul would sicken o'er the heaving wave ; 

« Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease ! 

M Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot please^-* 

« Oh, who can tell,. save he whose heart hath triedj 

« And danced in triumph o'er the w.itcrs vridc, 

«< The exulting sense — the pulse's maddening play, 

« That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way ? 

«< That for itself can woo the approaching Bght, 

V And turA what some deem danger to delight ; 

« That seeks what cravens shun with more than zeal^ 

M And where the feebler faint-^-can only feel-^ 



62 THE GOliSAIR. 

« Feel— to the risiog bosom's inmost core, 

« Its hope awaken and its spirit soar ? 

<c No dread of death— if with us die oar foes— 

« Save that it seems even duller than repose : 

a Come when it will — we snatch the life of life — 

« When lost — ^what recks it — by disease or strife ? 

« Let him who crawls enamoured of decay, 

«t Cling to his couch, and sicken years away ; 

« Heave his thick breath ; and shake his palsied head ; 

« Ours — the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 

« While gasp by gasp he faulters forth his soul, 

« Ours with one pang — one bound — escapes controul. 

« His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave, 

« And they who loathed his life may gild his grave : 

« Ours are the teArs, though few, siaeerely shed, 

M Whoi Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

u For us, even banquets fond regret supply 

« In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 

« And the brief epitaph in danger's day, 

« When those who vnn at kngth divide the prty, 

« And cry, Rememln'aDce saddening o'er each brow, 

a How had the brarc who fell ei^alted naip J * 

n. 

Such were tlM notes that from the Pirate's isle. 

Around the kindling watch-fire riiog the while ; 

Such were the sounds that thrilled the rocks aiaMgj 

And unto ears as rugged seemed a song ! 

In scattered groups upon the golden sand^ 

They game — carouse— converse— M)r whet thfe brattd ; 

Select the arms-^to each \n$ blade assign, 

And careless eye the Mood that dims its shine e 

Repair the boat, replace the helm or oar, 

While others straggling muse along the ^hore; 



THE COASAIR. &3 

For the wild bird the busy spfinges set. 

Or spread beneath the sua the dripping net ; 

Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies. 

With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise ; 

Tell o'er the tales of many a. night of toil. 

And marvel where they next shall seise a spoil : 

No matter where — ^their chief's allotment this ; 

Theirs, to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 

But who that Chief ? his name on every shore 

Is famed and feared, — they ask and know no more. 

With these he mingles not but to command ; 

Few are his words, but keen his eje and hand. 

Ife'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 

But they forgive his silence for success. 

Ne'er for his lip the purpling cop they fill, 

That goblet passes him untasted still-— 

And for his fare-— the rudest of his crew 

Would that, in tsm, have passed untasted too ^ 

Earth's coarsest bread, the garden's homeliest roots, 

And scarce the summer luxury of fruits, 

His short repast in humbleness supply 

With all a hermit's board would scarce ieuj. 

But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense, 

His mind seems nourished by that abstioeoce. 

« Steer to that shore ! » — they sail. « Do this ! »— 'tis done : 

« Now form and follow me ! »» — the spoil is won. 

Thus prompt his accents and his actions still, 

And all obey and few enquire his will ; 

To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 

Convey reproof, nor further deign rejdy. 

HL 

« A sail! — -a sail ! » a promised prize to H<^e I 
Her natioo-^flag-^bow speaks ^telescope? 
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No prize, alas! — but yet a welcome sail : 

The blood-red signal glitters in the gale. 

Yes — she is ours — a home returning bark — 

Blow fair, thou breeze ! — she anchors ere the dark. 

Already doubled is the cape — our bay 

Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray. 

How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 

Her white wings flying — never from her foes — 

She walks the waters like a thing of life, 

And seems to dare the elements to strife. 

Who would not brave the battle-fire — « the tvreck — 

To move the monarch of her peopled deck? 

IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings ; 

The sails are furled ; and anchoring round she swings : 

And gathering loiterers on the land discern 

Her boat descending from the latticed stern. 

'Tis manned — the oars keep concert to the strand, 

Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout! — the friendly speech ! 

When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach ; 

The smile, the question, and the quick reply. 

And the heart's promise of festivity ! 

• _ 

V. 

The tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd : 
The hum of voices, and the laughter loud, 
And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard — 
Friends' — husbands' — lovers' names in each dear word; 
« Oh ! are they safe ? we ask not of success — 
a But shall we see them? will their accents bless? 
« From where the battle roars — the billows chafe — 
« They doubtless boldly did — but who are safe ? 
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« Here let them haste to gladden and surprize, 

« And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes ! » — 

VI. 

« Where is our chief? for him we bear report-^ 

M And doubt that joy — which hails our coming — short ; 

« Yet thus sincere — 'tis cheering, though so brief ; 

« But, Juan ! instant guide us to our chief : 

«< Our greeting paid, we'll feast on our return, 

(t And all shall hear what each may wish to learn. « 

Ascending slowly by the rock-hewn way. 

To where his watch-tower beetles o'er the bay, 

By bushy brake and wild-flowers blossoming. 

And freshness breathing from each silver spring, 

Whose scattered streams from granite basins burst, 

Leap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst ; 

From crag to cliff they mount— -Near yonder cave, 

What lonely straggler looks along the wave? 

In {.ensive posture leaning on the brand. 

Not oft a resting«staff to that red hand ? 

« 'Tis he — ^'tis Conrad — here— as wont— aloue j 

« On — Juan! on — and make our purpose known. 

«« The hark he views — and tell him we would greet 

» His ear with tidings he must quickly meet : 

« We dare not yet approach— thou know'st his mood, 

»< When strange or uninvited steps intrude. » 

VIL 

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent^ — 

He spake not— but a sign expressed assent. 

These Juan calls — they come — to their salute 

He bends him slightly, but his lips are mute. 

«« These letters. Chief, are from the Greek — ^the spy, 

« Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh : 
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uWliateW his tidings^ we can well report, 

«< Much that w— « Peace,peace! »«-He cuts their prating shor 

Wondering they turn, abashed, while each to each 

Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech : 

They watch his glance with many a steahng look, 

To gather how that eye the tidings took ; 

But, this as if he guessed, with head aside. 

Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride. 

He read the scro!l-^<« My tablets, Juan, kark*^ 

« Where is Gonsalyo ? » 

«( In the anchored bark. » 
« There let him stay •^■to him this order bear. 
M Back to your duty — for my course prepare : 
«t Myself this enterprise to-night will share. » 
« To-night, Lord Conrad? » 

« Ay ! at set of sun : 
« The breeze will freshen when the day is done. 
M My corslet— cloak — one hour — and we are gone. 
«c Sling on ihy bug!e-^-«ee that free from rust, 
ti My carbinc-Iock springs worthy of my trust; 
« Be the edge shajpened of my boarding-brand, 
« And giye its guard more room to lit my band. 
« This let the ArmouTer with speed dispose ; 
« Last time it more fatigued my arm than foes : 
u Mark that the signaUgun be duly fired, 
« To tell us when the hour of stay's expired. >» 

VIIL 

They make obeisance, and retire in haste. 
Too soon to seek again the watery waste : 
Yet they repine not — so that Conrad guides. 
And who dare question aught that he decides? 
That man of loneliness and mystery. 
Scarce secfn to smile^ and seldom heard to sigh / 
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Whose name appiJs the fiercest o£ his erew, 
And tints each svvQrthy cheek with sallower hue ; 
Still sways their sonls with that commanding art 
That dazzles, leads, yet chills the yulgar heart. 
What is that spell, that thus his la^ess train 
Confess and envy, yet oppose in vain ? 
What should it be? that thas their fate can bind ? 
The power of Thought—^ magic ot the Mind ! 
Linked widi success, assimed and kept with skill, 
That moulds another's weakness to its will ; 
Wields with their hands, but, still to these unknown, 
Jif akes even their mightiest deeds appear his own. 
Such hath it been — shall be — beneath the sun 
The many still must labour for the one ! 
'Tis Nature's doom — but let the wretch who toils. 
Accuse not, hate not him who wears the spoils. 
Oh! if he knew the weight of splendid ^ains, 
How light the balance of his humbler pains ! 

IX- 

Unlike the heroes of each ancient race, 

Demons in act, but gods at least in face. 

In Conrad's form seems little to admire. 

Though his dark eye-brow shades a glance of fire : 

Robust but not Herculean— to the sight 

No giant frame sets forth his common height ; 

Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again. 

Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men ; 

They gaze and marvel how — and still confess 

That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 

Sun burnt his cheek, his foi*ehead high and pale 

The sable curls in wiM profusion veil ; 

And oft perforce his rising lip reveals 

The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals. 
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Thougli smooth his voice, and calm his general miei 

Still seems there something he would not have seen : 

His features' deepening lines and varying hue 

At times attracted, yet perplexed the view^ 

As if v^ithin that murkiness of mind 

Worked feelings fearful, and yet undefined ; 

Such might it be — that none could truly tell--^ 

Too close enquiiy his stern glance w^ould quell. 

There breathe but few whose aspect might defy 

The full encounter of his searching eye ; 

He had the skill, when Gunning'9 gaze would seek 

To probe his heart and watch his changing check. 

At once the observer's purpose to espy, 

And on himself roll back his scrutiny^ 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray 

Some secret thought, than drag that chiefs to day. 

There was a laughing Devil in his sneer, 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear ; 

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled — and Mercy sighed farewell ! 

X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought, 
Within — within — 'twas there the spirit wrought ! 
Love shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further than the bitter smile ; 
The lip's least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the governed aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions ; and to judge their mien. 
He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 
Then — with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 
The clenched hand, the pause of agony. 
That listens, starting, lest the step too near 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear : 
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Then — with each feature working from the heart. 
With feelings loosed to streogthen-*-not depart : 
That rise-r-convulse — contend — that freeze , or glow, 
Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow ; 
Then — Stranger! if thou canst, and tremblest not, 
Behold his soul-r-the rest that soothes his lot I 
Mark — how that lone and blighted bosom scars 
The scathing thought of execrated years! 
Behold — but who hath seen, or e'er shall see, 
Man as }iimself — the secret spirit free ? 

XL 

Yet was nol Conrad thus by nature sent . 

To lead the guilty — ^guilt's worst instrumept — 

His soul was changed, before his deeds had driven 

Him forth to war with man and forfeit heayen, 

Wai*ped by the world in Disappointment's school, 

la words too wise, in conduct there a fool j 

Too firm to yield, and far top proud to stoop, 

Doomed by his very virtues for a dupe, 

He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill. 

And not the traitors who betrayed him still ; 

Nor deemed that gifts bestowed on better men 

Had left him )oy, and means to give again. 

Feared-^shunned — belied — ere youth J^ad lost her force, 

He hated man too much to feel remorse. 

And thought the voice of vvrath a sacred call. 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a villain — but he deemed 

The rest no better than the thiug he seemed 3 

And scorned the best as hypocrites who hid 

Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 

He knew himself detested, but he knew 

Thehearts that loathed him, crouched and dieaded too. 
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Lone, w3d, and strange, lie stood alike eicempt 
From all affection and from all contempt : 
His name could sadden, and his acts surprise ; 
But they that feared him dared not to despise : 
Man jporns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 
The slumbering renom of the folded snake : 
The first may turn — ^but not avenge the blow ; 
The last expire8<*-but leaves no living foe ; 
Fast to the doomed offender's form it clings. 
And he may crush — ^not conquer — still it stings ! • 

xn. 

None are all evil — quickening round his heart. 

One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 

Oft could he sneer at others as beguiled 

By passions worthy of a fool or child , 

Yet 'gainst that passion vainly still he strove^ 

And even in him it asks the name of Love ! 

Yes, it was love — unchangeable — ^unchanged, 

Felt but for one from whom he never ranged ; 

Though fairest captives daily met his eye, 

He shunned, nor sought, but coldly passed thctd by ; 

Though many a beauty drooped in prisoned bowet, 

None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 

Yes — it was Love — if thoughts of tenderness, 

Tried in temptation, strengthened bjr distress. 

Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime. 

And yet — Oh more than all ! — untired by time ; 

Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile, 

Could render sullen were she near to smile. 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to venft 

On her one murmur of his discontent ; 

Which still would meet with joy, with calmness part, 

Lest that his look of grief should reach her heart ; 
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Wliicli nonglil removed, nor menaced 16 remove-*^ 
If there be love in mortals*— this ivas love I 
He was a villain— *ay*— reproaches shower 
On him — ^but not the passion, nor its power, 
Which otrfy proved, all other virtnesgone, 
Not guilt itsetf eoiild quench dua loveliest en«! 

XIII. 

He paused a moiiieBt--*till his hastening men 

Passed tht first winding downward M the glen. 

« Strange tidings !-i--many a peril have I past, 

<( Nor know I why this next Appears the last ! 

(t Yet 90 my htart forebodes, but must not fear, 

« Nor shall my followers find roe Salter here. 

n 'Tis rash to meet, but surer death to wait 

« Till here they hunt us to undoubted fate ; 

« And, if my plan but hold, and Fortaoe smile, 

u We'll furnisdi m«Kfmcrs for our fiHieraUpile. 

«< Ay — let them slumber — ^peaeeful be their dreams ! 

(( Morn ne'er awoke them with such brilhant beams 

« As kindle high to-night (but blow, thou breeze !) 

u To warm these slow avengers of the seas. 

« Now to Medora—^h I my siflrking heart, 

« Long may her own be lighter than ihoa art ! 

« Yet waa 1 brafve — mean boast where all are brave ! 

« Ev'n inaeels stfAg far ai^ht they seek to saye. 

K This common courage which with brutes we share, 

a That owes its deadUest efforts to despair, 

u Small merit claims — but 'tWas my nobler hope 

« To teath my lew with numbers still to cope ; 

« Long have I led them— not to vainly bleed : 

« No medium now^'-^we perish <nr succeed I 

H So let it be — it irks not me to die ; 

(« But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 
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tt My lot hath loog had little of my care, 

u But chafes my pride thus haffled in the snare : 

it Is this my skill ? my craft ? to set at last 

<( Hope, power, and life upon a single cast ? 

« Oh, Fate ! — accuse ihy folly, not thy fate— - 

<t She may redeem thee still— nor yet too late. » 

XIV. 

Thus with himself communion held he, till 
He reached the summit of his tower crowned hill. 
There at the portal paused — for wild and; soft 
He heard those accents never heard too oft ; 
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung. 
And these the notes his bird of beauty sung : 

I. 

u Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 
Lonely and lost to light for evermore. 

Save when to thine my heart responsive swells, 
Then trembles into silence as before. 

< . 

2. 

c( There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp ' i 
Burns the slow flame, eternal*— but unseen ; 

"Which not the darkness of despair can damp, 
Though vain its ray; as it had neVer been. 



u Remember me — Oh ! pass not thou my grave 
Without one thought whose relics, there recline : 

The only pang my bosom dare not brave. 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thine. 
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r 



« My fondest -*rfaiatest — ^latest accents bear : 
Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprove ; 

Then give me all I ever asked — a tear, 

The first— last — sole reward of so much love I » 

He passed the portal — crossed the corridor, 
And reached the chamber as the strain gave o'er : 
u My own Medoral sure thy song is sad— » 

« In Conrad's absence wonldst thou have it glad ? 

u Without thine ear to listen to my lay, 

u Still must my song my thoughts, my soul betray : 

K Still must each accent to my bosom suit, 

« My heart unbusbedp— although my lips were mute 

n Oh ! many a night on this lone couch reclined, 

« My dreaming fear with storms hath winged the wiud, 

a And deemed the breath that faintly fanned thy sail 

M The murmuring prelude of the ruder gale ; 

« Though soft, it seemed the low prophetic dirge, 

<c That mourned thee floating on the savage surge : 

tt Still would I rise to rouse the beacon fii-e, 

M Lest spies less true should let the blaze expire ; 

« And many a restless night outwatched each star, 

u And morning came— -and still thou wert afar. 

« Oh I how the chill blast on my bosom blew, 

« And day broke dreary on my troubled view^ 

« And still I gazed and gazed — and not a prow 

« Was granted to my tears— my truth— my vow ! 

« At length— 'twas noon— I hailed and blest the mdst 

« That met my sight— -it neared— -Alas ! it past ! 

« Another came— Oh God ! 'twas thine at last I 

4 
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M Would tbat those days were oyer ! wilt tliou ne'er, 
n My Conrad ! learn the )oys of peace to share ? 
M Sure thou hast more than Wealth ; and many a home 
« As bright as this invites us not to roam : 
« Thou know'st it is not peril that I fear, 
« I only tremble when thou art not here ; 
«c Then not for mine, but that far dearer life, 
« Which flies from loye and languishes for strife— 
•« How strange that heart, to me so tender still, 
« Should war with nature and its better will ! » 

« Yea, strange indeed-^that heart hath long been changed ] 

« Worm-like 'twas trampled — adder-like avenged, 

M Without one hope on earth beyond thy love, 

K And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 

«c Yet the same feeling which thou dost condemn, 

cc My very love to thee is hate t(f them, 

« So closely mingling here, that disentwined, 

« I cease to love thee when I love mankind. 

a Yet dread not this, the proof of all the past 

H Assures the future that my love will last ; -> 

*t But — Oh, Medora ! nerve thy gentler heart, 

« This hour again — but not for long*— we part. » 

« This hour we part! — my heart foreboded this : 

M Thus ever fade my fairy dreams of bliss. 

« This hour— it cannot be — this hour away ! 

M Yon bark hath hardly anchored in the bay : 

« Her consort still is absent, and her crew 

« Have need of rest before they toil anew ; 

« My love! thou mock'st my weakness; and would'st steel 

u My breast before the time when it must feel ; 

« But trifle now no more with my distress, 

« Such mirth hath less of play than bitterness. 
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i| Be silenti Conrad !-*dearest! come and share 

« The feast these hands delighted to prepare ; 

« Light toil ! to cull and dress thy frugal fare ! 

M See, I have plucked the fruit that promised best, 

« And where not sure, perplexed, but pleased, I guessed 

tc At such as seemed the fairest : thrice the hill 

«c My steps have wound to try the coolest rill ; 

« Yes ! thy sherbet to-night will sweetly flow, 

« See how it sparkles in its vase of snow ! 

«c The grapes' gay juice thy bosom never cheers; 

<( Thou more than Moslem when the cup appears: 

« Thiok not I mean to chide — for I rejoice 

« What others deem a penance is thy choice. 

M But come, the board is spread ; our silver lamp 

« Is trimmed, and heeds not the Sirocco's damp : 

« Then shall my handmaids while the time along, 

« And join with me the dance, or wake the song ; 

« Or my guitar, which still thou lov'st to hear, 

u Shall soothe or lull — or, should it vex thine ear^ 

«( We'll turn the tale, by Ariosto told, 

tt Of fair Olympia loved and left of old.^ 

« Why — thou wert worse than he who broke his vow 

« To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now; 

« Or even that traitor chief — I've seen thee smile, 

« When the clear v^ky showed Ariadne's isle, 

« Which I have pointed from these cliffs the while : 

« And thus, half sportive, half iu fear, I said, 

« Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than dread, 

« Thus Conrad, too, will ^it me for the main : 

« And he deceived me— 4br«->he came again ! » 



^ Again— again — and oft again-— my love I 
« If there be life below, and hope above. 
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ft He wiH return — but now, the moments bring 

« The time of parting with redoubled wing : 

»« The why — the where — ^what boots it now to tell? 

« Since all most end in that wild word — farewell ! 

« Yet would I fain— did time allow— disclose— - 

M Fear not — these are no formidable foes ; 

K And here shall watch a more than wonted guard^ 

u For sudden siege and long defence prepared : 

« Nor be thou lonely-— though thy lord's away, 

«c Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay- 

« And this thy comfort — ^that, when next we meet, 

« Security shall make repose more sweet : 

« list ! — ^"tis the bugle — Juan shrilly blew-— 

« One kiss — ^one more — ^another— Oh! adieu ! m 

She rose — she sprung-^he clung to his embrace^ 
Till his heart heayed beneath her hidden face. 
He dared not raise to his that deep-blue eye, 
Which downcast drooped in tearless agony. 
Her long fair hair lay floating o'er his arms, 
ha aU the wildness of dishevelled charms ; 
Scarce beat that bosom where his image dwelt 
So full — that feeling seemed almost nnfelt 1 
Hark^— peals the thunder of the signal-gun I 
It told 'twas sunset— and he cursed that sun. 
Again — again — that form he madly pressed, 
Which mutely clasped, imploringly caressed ! 
And tottering to the couch his bride he bore, 
One moment gazed — as if to gaze no more ; 
Felt— that for him earth held but her alone, 
^ssed her cold forehead — turned-*is Conrad gone ? 



tHE CORSAIR. 77 

XV. 

« And is be goue?M— «od sudden solilude 

How oft that fearful question will intrude ? 

«i 'Twas but an instant past^-and here he stood ! 

« And now »---witht>ut the portal's porch she rushed^ 

And then at length her tears in A^eedom gushed ; 

Big — hright-^and fast, unknown to her they fell f 

But still her lips refused to send—* Farewell ! » 

For in that word— ^that fatal word — howe'er 

We promise— hope- — ^believe — there breathes despair- 

O'er every feature of that still, pale face^ 

Had sorrow fixed what time can ne^er era$e i 

The tender blue of that large loving eye 

Grew frozen with its gaze on: vacancy ,- 

Till — Oh, how far !— it caught a glimpse of him, 

And then il flowed-— and phrenzied seemed to swim 

Through those long, dark , and glistening lashes dewed 

With drops of sadness oft to be renewed. 

« He's gone! » — against her heart that hand is driven^ 

Convulsed and quick — then gently raised to heaven ; 

She looked and saw the heaving of the main ; 

The white sail set — she dared not look again. 

But turned with sickening soul within the gate—" 

« It is no dream — and I am desolate ! » 

XVI. 

From crag, to crag descending— swiftly sped 

Stem Conrad down, nor once he turned his head ; 

But shrunk whene'er the windings of his v\ray 

Forced on his eye what he would not survey. 

His lone, but lovely dwelling on the steep, 

That hailed him first when homeward from the deep ^ 
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And she-— the dim and melancholy star. 
Whose raj of heauty reached him from afar, 
On her he must not gaze, he mast not think, 
There he might rest — but on Destructionjs brink s 
Yet once afauost he stopped — and nearly gave 
His fate to chance, his projects to the waye;^ 
But no — it must not be — a worthy chief 
May melt, but iiqt betray to woman's grief* 
He sees his bark, he notes how fair the wind,, 
And sternly gathers all his might of mind : 
Again he hurries on— and as he hears 
The clang of tumult yibrate on his ears, 
The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore^ 
The shout, the signal, and the dashing oar ;, 
As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast, 
The anchor's rise, the sails unfurling fast^ 
The waving kerchief of the crowd that urge 
That mute adieu to those who stem the surge; 
And more than all, his blood-red flag aloft, 
He marvelled hew his heart could seem so soft^ 
Fire in his glance, and wildness in his breast. 
He feels of all his former self possest ; 
He bounds-*he flies — until his fbotsteps reach 
The verge where ends the cliff, begins the beach^ 
There checks his speed ; but pauses less to breathe 
The breezy freshness of the deep beneath, 
Than there his wonted statelier step renew ; 
Nor rush, disturbed by haste, to vulgar view : 
For well had Conrad learned to curb the crowd,. 
By arts that veil, and oft preserve the proud ; 
His was the lofty port, the distant mien. 
That seems to shun the sight — and awes if seen 
The solemn aspect, and the high-born eye. 
That checks low mirth, but lacks not courtesy j 
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All these he M^ielded to command asseut : 
Bat where he wished to wio, so well unbent^ 
That kindness cancelled fear in those who heard, 
And other's gifts shewed mean beside his word. 
When echoed to the heart as from his own 
His deep yet tender melody of tone : 
But such was foreign to his wonted mood, 
He cared not what he softened, but subdued ; 
The evil passions of his youth had made 
Him value less who loved — than what obeyed. 

XVII. 

Around him mustering ranged his ready guard* 
Before him Juan stands — « Are all prepared 7 » 
« They are — nay more-^embarked : the latest boat 
« Waits but my chief » 

« My sword, and my capote. » 
Soon firmly girded on, and h'ghtly slung, 
His belt and cloak were o'er his shoulders flung ; 
« Call Pedro here ! » He comes*--and ^onrad bends, 
With all the courtesy he deigned his friends ; 
« Receive these tablets, and peruse with care, 
« Words of high trust and truth are graven there ; 
« Double the guard, and when Anselmo's bark 
« Arrives, let him alike these orders mark : 
« In three days (serve the breeze) the sun shall shine 
« On our return — till then all peace be thine ! n 
This said, his brother Pirate's hand he wrung. 
Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 
Flashed the dipt oars, and sparkling with the stroke. 
Around the waves' phosphoric ^ brightness broke ; 
They gain the vessel — on the deck he stands ; 
Shrieks the shrill whistle — ply the busy hands — 
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• 

He marks how well the ship her helm obeys. 
How gallant all her crew — and deigns to praise. 
His eyes of pride to young Gonsalyo turn — 
.Why doth he start, and inly seem to mourn ? 
Alas ! those eyes beheld his rocky tower, 
And live a moment o'er the parting hour ; 
She — his Medora — did she mark the prow ? 
Ah ! never loved he half so much as now ! 
But much must yet be done ere dawn of day — 
Again he mans himself and turns away ; 
Down to the cabin with Gonsalyo bends, 
And there unfolds his plan — his means — and ends ; 
Before them burns the lamp, and spreads the chart, 
And all that speaks and aids the naval art; 
They to the midnight watch protract debate ; 
Ta anxious eyes what hour is ever late ? 
Mean time, the steady breeze serenely blew, 
And fast and falcon^like the vessel flew ; 
Passed the high headlands of each clustering isle, 
To gain their port — long — long ere- morning smile r 
And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 
Discovers where the Pacha's galleys lay. 
Count they each sail — and mark how there supinr 
The lights in vain o'er heedless Moslem shine. 
Secnre, unnoted, Conrad's prow passed by, 
And anchored where his ambush meant to lie ; 
Screened from espial by the jutting cape. 
That Fears on high its rude fantastic shape. 
Then rose his band to duty — not from sleep — 
Equipped for deeds alike on land or deep ; 
While leaned their leader o'er the fretting flood; 
And calmly talked — and yet he talked of blood I: 

END OF CANTO I, 
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CANTO II. 



«' Conosccste i dubiosi dcsiri? p 

Dantx. 



r. 

In Gordon's bay floats many a galley light. 
Through Goron's lattices the lamps are bright^ 
For Seyd, the Pacha, makes a feast to-night i 
A feast for promised triumph yet to come, 
When he shall drag the fettered rovers home ; 
This hath he sworp by Alia and his sword, 
And faithful to his (irman and his word, 
His summoned prows collect along the coast, 
And great the gathering crews, and loud the boast; 
Already shai*ed the captives and the prize, 
Though far the distant foe they thus despise ; 
^is but to sail — no doubt to-morrow's sun 
IVill see the pirates bound — their haven won ! 
Mean time the watch may slumber, if they will, 
Nor only wake to war, but dreaming kill. 
Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek 
To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ; 
How well such deed becomes the turbaned brave— 
To bear the sabre's edge before a slave! 
^ Infest his dwelling — but forbear to slay, 
"Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day, 
And do not deign to smite beqause they may ! 
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Uoless some gay caprice suggest the bI<mV 
To keep in practice for the coming fbe« 
Revel and rout tie evening hours beguile, 
And they who wish to wear a head must smile ;: 
For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer^ 
And hoard their curses, tilt the coast is clear. 

High in his hall redines the turbaned Seyd ^ 
Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the last pilaff — 
Forbidden draughts, 'tis said, he dared to quaff^ 
Though to the rest the sober berry^s juice, ^ 
The slaves bear round for rigid Moslemls use ;. 
The long Chibouque's 4 dissolving cloud supply,. 
While dance the Ahnas ^ to witi minstrelsy .^ 
The rising morn will view the chief embark ; 
But «waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark » 
And revellers may more securely sleep 
On silken couch than o'er the rugged deep ; 
Feast there who can — nor combat till they must,. 
And less to conquest than to Korans trust, 
And yet the numibers cro\^ded in his host 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha's boast. 



III. 



With cautious reyerence, from the outer gate 
Slow stalks the slave, whose office there to wait,. 
Bows his bent head — his hand salutes the floor,. 
Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore t 
« A captive Dervise, from the pirate's nest 
« Escaped, is hexe-^himself would tell the rest »^ 
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He took the sign from Seyd's assenting eye, 
And led the holy man in silence nigh. 
His arms were folded on his dark-green vest, 
His step was feeble, and his look deprest ; 
Yet worn he seemed of hardship more than years, 
And pale his cheek with penance, not from fears. 
Vowed to his God— ^his sable locks he wore, 
And these his lofty cap rose proudly o'er : 
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 
And wrapt a breast bestowed on heaven alone ; 
Submissive, yet with self-possession manned, 
He calmly met the curious eyes that scanned ; 
And question of his coming fain would seek, 
Before the Pacha's will allowed to speak. 

IV. 

« Whence com'st thou, Dervise? 

u From the outlaw^s den, 
« A fugitive— » 

tt Thy capture where and when ? » 
« From Scanalova's port to Scio's isle, 
M The saick was bound ; but Alia did not smile 
« Upon our course — the Moslem merchant's gains 
« The rovers won : our limbs have worn their chains^ 
H I had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast,. 
«< Beyond the vvandering freedom which 1 lost ^ 
« At length a (isher's humble boat by night 
M Afforded hope, and offered chance of flight i 
H I seized the hour, and find my safely here-— 
« With thee — ^most mighty Pacha ! who can fear ? w 

n How speed the outlaws ? stand they well prepared, 
n Their plundered wealthy and robber's rock, to guards ? 
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M Dream tLey of this our preparation, doomed 
•C To view with fire their scorpion nest consumed ? V 

\t Pacha r the fettered captive's mourning eye 

u That weeps for flight, but i]l<:an play the spy ; 

« I only heard the reckless waters roar,. 

« Those waves that would not bear me from the shore 

M I only marked ihie glorious sun and sky, 

« Too bright — too blue— for my captivity ; 

« And felt — that a]] which Freedom's bosom cheers 

« Must break my chain before it dried my tears^ 

« This may'st thou judge, at least, from my escape,. 

« They little deem of aught in perjl^s shape ; 

« Else vainly had I prayed or sought the chance 

« That leads me htre-^if eyed vvitb vigilance : 

a The careless guard that did not see me fly, . 

•c May watch as idly when thy power is nigh : 

« Pacha ! — my limbs are faint — and nature craves^ 

•c Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves ; 

M Permit my absence — peace be v\rith thee ! Peace 

fc With all around I— now grant repose— -release, o 

« Stay, Dervise ! I have more to question — stay^ 
« I do command thee — sit-^— dost hear ?— obey ! 
u More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring ; 
« Thou shah not pine where all are banqueting^: 
« The supper done -^prepare thee to reply, 
« Clearly and full — I love not mystery. » 

'Twere vain to guess what shook the pious man,. 
Who looked not lovingly on that Divan , 
I^or showed high relish for the banquet prest,. 
And less respect for every fellow guest. 
.Twas but a moment's peevish hectic past 
Along hi$ cheek; and tianquilliz^d as fast; 
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Be sate him down in silence, and his look 
Besomed the calmness which hefore forsook: 
The feast was ushered in— 'hut sumptuous fare 
He shunned as if some poison mingled there^ 
For one so long condemned to toil and fast, 
Mcthinks he sti^augely spares the rich repast. 
« What ails thee, Dervise? eat — dost thou suppose 
« This feast a Christian's ? or my friends thy foes? 
« Why dost shou shun the salt? that sacred pledge^ 
« "WhUhf once partaken, hlunts tbe sahre's edge, . 
« Makes even contending tribes in peace unite, 
« And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight ! » 

M Salt seasons dainties— -and my. food is stilF 
« The humblest root, my drink the simplest rill; 
« And my stern vow and order's ^ laws oppose 
«f To break or minglS bread with friends or foes ; 
« It may seemstrange — if there Be aught to dread^ 
« That peril rests upon my single head ; 

• But for thy sway— nay more— thy Sultan's throne, 
« I taste nor bread nor banquet — save alone ; 

« Infiinged our order's rule, the Prophet's rage 

• To Mecca's dome might bar my pilgrimage. » 

H Well — as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art— 

« One question answer; then in peace depart. 

« How many ?— Ha ! it cannot sure be day ? 

« What star— what sun is bursting on the bay ? 

« It shines a lake of fire ! — away — away ! 

«i Ho! treachery I my guards! my scimitar! 

« The galleys feed the flames — and I afar! 

» Accursed Dervise !^— these thy tidings — thou 

•- Some' ^ain spy— seize— cleave hinv-rslai tiia now I* 
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Up rose tlie Dervise with that burst of light, 
t.Kor less his change of form appalled the sight 
Up rose that Deryise— not in saintly garb. 
But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 
Dashed his high cap, and tore his robe away- 
Shone his mailed breast| and flashed his sabre's ray t 
His close but glittering casque, and saUe plume. 
More glittering eye, and black brow's sabler gloom, 
Glared on the Moslem's eyes some afrit sprite, 
Whose demon death-blow left no hope for figit. 
The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow 
Of flames on high, and torches from below ; 
The shriek of terror, and the mingling yell— • 
For swords began to clash, and shouts to swell, 
Flung o'er that spot of earth the air of hell ! 
Distracted, to and fro, the flying slaves 
Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves \ 
Nought heeded they the Pacha's angry cry, 
Th^ seize that Dervise ! seize on Zatanai ! f 
He saw their terror— checked the first despair 
That urged him but to stand and perish there. 
Since far too early and too well obeyed, 
The flame was kindled ere the signal made ; 
He saw their terror— from his baldric drew 
His bugle — brief the blast — but shrilly blew, 
'Tis answered — « Well ye speed, my gallant crew I 
« Why did I doubt their quickness of career ? 
« And deem design had left 'me single here? >» 
Sweeps his long arm — that sabre's whirling sway, 
Sheds fast atonement for its first delay ; 
Completes his fury, what their fear begun, 
And makes the many basely quail to one. 
The cloven turbans o'er the chamber spread, 
And scarce, an arm dare rise to guard its head » 
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tlyen Seyd, conyulsed, o'erwhelmed -mill rage, surprise, 

Eetreats before turn, though he stiU defies. 

No craven he-— aod yet he dreads the blow. 

So much Coofusion magaifies his foe ! 

His blazing galleys still distract his sight, 

He tore his beard, and foaming fled the fight ; * 

For now the pirates passed the Haram gate. 

And burst within— -and it were death to wait ; 

Where wild Amazement shrielung*~>kneeIiog— -throw* 

The sword aside-— in vain — the blood o'erflows I 

The Corsairs pouring, haste to where vrithin,^ 

Invi/ed Conrad's bugle, and the din 

Of groanmg victims, and veild cries for life, 

Proclaimed how weH he did the work of strife. 

They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 

A glutted tyger mangling in his fair I 

But short their greeting-— ^shorter his reply-* 

« ^is well — but Seyd escapes— and he must diev 

« Much hath been done— but more remains to do— ^ 

« Their galleys blaze — why not their city too ? » 



V. 



Quick at the word — they seized him each a torcBr^ 
And fire the dome from minaret to porch. 
A stem delight was fixed In Conrad's eye. 
But sudden sunk — for on his ear the cry 
Of womc;^ struck, and like a deadly knell 
Knocked at that heart unmoved by battle's yelf» 
« Oh ! burst the Haram — wrong not on your live* 
« One female form — remember — we have v^ves. 
« On them such outrage Vengeance will repay ? 
» Man is our foe, and such 'tis ours to slay : 



88 TBE CORSAIR. 

tr But Still we spared — ^must spare the weaker {urey. 
« Ob ! I forgot — but Heaven will not forgive 
« If at my word the helpless cease to live } 
M Follow who will — I go— we yet have time 
M Our souls to lighten of at least a crime. » 
He climbs the crackling stair— he bursts the door, 
Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor ; 
His breath choaked gasping with the volumed smoke,. 
But still from room to room his way he broke. 
They- search — they find — ^they save : with lusty arms- 
Each bears a prize of unregarded charms ; 
Calm their loud fears ; sustain their sinking frames 
With -all the care defenceless beauty claims: 
So well could Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 
And check the very hands ynxh gore imbrued; 
But who is she ? whom Conrad's arms convey 
From reeking pile and combat's ynceck — away— 
Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed ? 
The Haram queen — but still the slave of Seydi. 

VI. 

Brief tfcne had Conrad now to greet Gulnare, » 
Few words to reassure the trembhng fair ; 
For in that pause compassion snatched from war,- 
The foe before retiring,, fast and far, 
With'Vonder saw their footsteps unpursucd, 
First slowlier fled— -then rallied— then withstood. 
This Seyd perceives, then first perceives how few, 
Compared vnth his, the Corsair's roving crew, - 
And blushes o'er his error,. as he eyes 
The ruin wrought by panic and surprise. 
Alia il Alia ! Vengeance swells the cry — 
Shame m<ounts to rage that must atone or die! 
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And flame for flame, and blood for blood must tell, 

The tide of triumpli ebbs that flowed too well — 

When wrath returns to renovated strife, 

And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 

Conrad beheld the danger— -he beheld 

His followers faint by freshening foes repelled : - 

•t One effort — one — td breake the circling host ! »> 

They form— finite — charge — waver— all is lost T 

Within a narrower ring compressed, beset, 

Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet— -^ 

Ah ! now they fight in firmest Gte no more, 

Hemmed in — cut off— cleft down — and trampled o'er ; 

But each, strikes singly, silently, and home, 

And sinks outwearied rather than overcome. 

His last faint quittance rendering with his breathy 

Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death !; 

But 'first, ere came the rallying host to blows, 
And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose, 
Gulnare and all her Haram handmaids freed. 
Safe in the dome of one who held their creed, 
By Conrad's mandate safely were bestowed, 
And dried those tears for life and fame that flowed; 
And when that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 
Recalled those thoughts late wandering in despair, 
Much did she marvel o'er the courtesy 
That smoothed his accents ; softened in his eye : 
'Twas strange — thai robber thus with gore bedewed, 
Seemed gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 
The Pacha wooed as if he deemed the slave 
Must seem delighted with the heart he gave ; 
The Corsair vowed protection, soothed affri^htj^ 
hi if his homage were a woman's right. 
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« The wish is wrong — nay worse for female-— yain t 
« Yet much I long to view that chief again; 
«« If hut to thank for, what my fear forgot, 
« The life — my loying lord remembered not ! » 

VIII. 

And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread, 

But gathered breathing from the happier dead; 

Far from his band, and battling with a host 

That deem right dearly won the field he lost, 

Felled — bleeding — ^baffled of the death he sought. 

And snatched to expiate all the ills he wrought; 

Preserved to linger and to live in vain, 

While Vengeance pondered o'er new plans of pain, 

And staunched the blood she saves to shed again— 

But drop by drop, for Seyd's unglutled eye 

Would doom him ever dying — ne'er to die ! 

Can this be he? triumphant late she saw, 

When his red hand's wild gesture waved, a law ! 

Tis he indeed — disarmed but undeprest. 

His sole regret the life he still possest; 

His wounds too slight, though taken with that ynll, 

Which would have kissed the hand that then could kil! 

Oh were there none, of all the many given, 

To send his soul — he scarcely asked to heaven ? 

Must he alone of all retain his breath, 

Who more than all had striv'n and struck for death? 

He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel. 

When thus reversed on faithless fortune's wheel, 

For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 

Of lingering tortures to repay the debt 

He deeply, darkly felt ; but evil pride 

That led to perpetrate — now serves to hide. 
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Still in his stern and self-collected mien 

A conqueror's more tban captive's air is seen. 

Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound^ 

But few that saw — so calmly gazed around : 

Though the far shouting of the distant crowd^ 

Their tremors o'er, rose insolently loud. 

The better warriors who beheld him near. 

Insulted not the foe who taught them fear ; 

And the grim guards that to his durance led^ 

In silence eyed him with a secret dread» 

The leech was sent — but not in mercy — ^there 

To note how much the life yet left could bear; 

He found enough to load with heaviest chain, 

And promise feeling for the wrench of pain : 

To-morrow— yea — to-morrow's evening sun 

Will sinking see impalement's pangs begun, 

And rising with the wonted blush of morn 

Behold how well and ill those pangs are borne. 

Of torments this the longest and the worst, 

Which adds all other agony to thirst, 

That day by day death still forbears to slake^ 

While famished vultures fHt around the stake. 

« Oh! water— water ! »— smiling Hate denies 

The victim^s prayer — for if he drinks — he dies. 

This was his doom. — The leech, the guard were gone^ 

And left proud Conrad fettered and alone. 

m 

Twere vain to paint to what his feelings grew— 
It even were doubtful if their victim knew. 
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Tliere is a war, a chaos of the mind^ 
When all its elements convulsed — combined—* 
Ue dark and jarring with perturbed force, 
And gnashing with impenitent Remorse ; 
That juggling fiend— who never spake before-— 
But cries, « I warned thee! » when the deed is o*er. 
Vain voice ! the spirit burning but unbent, 
May vvrithe — rebel — the weak alone repent I 
Even in that lonely hour when most it feels,. 
And, to itself, all — all that self reveals,. . 
No single passion, and no ruling diought, 
That leaves the rest as once unseen, unsought r 
But the wild prospect when the soul reviews- 
All rushing through their thousand avenues. 
Ambition's dreams expiring, love's regret,. 
Endanger'd glory, life itself beset ^ 
The joy imtasted, the contempt or hat« 
Gainst tHose who fain would triumph in. our-fate r 
The hopefess past — the hasting future driven 
Too quickfy on tO' guess if hell or heaven y 
Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remembered do 
So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot ; 
Things hght or lovely in their acted time. 
But now to stem reflection each a crime; 
The withering sense of evil unrevealed^ 
Not cankering less because the more concealed—- 
All, in a word, from which all eyes must start. 
That opening sepulchre — the naked heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake, 
To snatch the mirror from the soul — Ad break. 
Ay— Pride can veil, and Courage brave it all — 
All— -all — ^before — beyond — the deadliest fall. 
Each hath some fear, and he who least betrays, 
The only hypocrite deserving praise ;. 



TWE COHSAIR. 93 

Kot tlic loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies ; 
But he who looks on death — and silent dies. 
5o steel'd by pondering o'er his far career, 
He halfway in€ets him should he menace near I 

XI. 

In the high chamber of his highest tower. 
Sate Conrad y fettered in the Pacha's power. 
His palace perished in the flame — this fort 
Contained at once his captive and his court. 
Not much could Conrad of his sentence blame, 
His foe, if vanquished, had but shared the same : — 
Alone he sate — in solitude had scanned 
His guilty bosom, but that breast he manned: 
One thought alone he could not— dared not meet. 
M Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet? » 
Then — only then — his clanking hands he raised, 
And strained with -rage the chain on which he gazed ; 
But soon he found — or feigned — or dreamed relief, 
And smiled ip self-derision of his grief, 
« And now come torture when it will — or may, 
« More need of rest to nerve me for the day ! >» 
This said, with languor to his mat^he crept, 
And, whatsoe'er his visions, quickly slept. 

'Twas hardly midnight when that fray begun, 

For Conrad's plans matured at once were done ; 

And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time, 

She scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 

One hour beheld him since the tide he stemmed — 

Disguised— discovered— conquering— ta*en— condemned- 

A chief on land — an outlaw on the deep — 
Destroying— saving— prisoned*-and asleep ! 
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XIL 

He slept in calmest sleeping— for his breath 
Was hushed so deep — Ah! happy if in death! 
He slept — Who o'er his placid slumber bends ? 
His foes are gon&-*and here he hath no friends; 
It is some seraph sent to grant him grace ? 
1^0, 'tis an earthly form with heavenly face ! 
Its white arm raised a lamp-— yet gently hid, 
Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid 
Of that closed eye, which opens but to pain. 
And once unclosed — but once may close again. 
That form, with eye so dark, and cheek so fair. 
And auburn waves of gemmed and braided hair; 
With shape of fairy lightness— -naked foot, 
That shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute — 
Through guards and dunnest night how came it there? 
Ah ! rather ask what will not woman dare? 
Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnare ! 
She could not sleep — and while the Pacha's rest 
. In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest, 
She left his side — his signet-ring she bore, 
Which oft in sport horned her hand before — 
And with it, scarcely questioned, won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must that sign obey. 
Worn out with toil, and tired with changing blows, 
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose ; 
And chill and nodding at the turret door. 
They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more : 
Just raised their heads to hail the signet-ring, 
Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring. 
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Xffl. 

le gazed in wonder, « Can he calmly sleep, 
Wliile other eyes his £i]I or ravage weep ? 
And mine in restlessness are wandering here— 
What sodden spell hath made this man so dear. 
Tree— 'tis to him my life, and more, I owe, 
And ine and mine he spared from worse than woe : 
Tis late to thiok — hot soft— his slomher hreaks— > 
How heayily he sighs!— he starts—awakes ! » 

i raised his head— ^nd dazzled with the light, 
s eye seemed dobious if it saw aright : 
* moyed his hand — ^the grating of his chain 
)0 harshly told him that he lived again. 
What is that form ? if not a shape of air, 
Methinks my jailor's face shows wondVoos fiir ! » 

Pirate ! thon know'st me not«-but I am one 
Gratefid for deeds thon hast too rarely done; 
Look on me — and remember her, thy hand 
Snatched from the flames, and thy more fearful band. 
I come through darkness — and I scarce know why— * 
Tet not to hurt — I would not see thee die. » 

If so, kind lady ! thine the only eye 

That would not here in that gay hope delight : 

Theirs is the chance — and let them use their right. 

Bat still I thank their courtesy or thine, 

That would confess me at so fair a shrine! » 

range though it seem— yet with extremest grief 
linked a mirth — it doth not bring relief — 
bat playfulness of sorrow ne'er beguiles, 
id smiles in bitterness — but still it smiles*. 
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And sometimes with the wisest and the best, 

Till even the scaffold** echoes with their jest! 

Yet net the jojlo which it seems akin-— 

It may deceive all hearts, save that within. 

Whate'^r it was that flashed on Conrad, now 

A laughing wildness half unbent his brow : 

And these his accents had a sound of mirtb. 

As if the last he could enjoy on earth ; 

Yet 'gainst his iiata(ep-*for Uffough that short life. 

Few thoughts had he to spare from gloom and strife. 

XIV. 

« Corsair ! thy doom is named — but t have power 

«c To soothe the Pacha in his weaker hoar. 

« Thee would I spare — nay more — ^would save thee i 

u But this — time — ^hope — nor even thy strength allo^ 

« But all I can, I will : at least, d^lay 

« The sentence that remits thee scarce a day. 

« More now were ruin— even thyself were loth 

« The vain attempt should bring but doom to both. 

« Yes! — ^loth indeed:— -my soul is nerved to all, 

«( Or fall'n too low to fear a further fall : 

« Tempt not thyself with peril, me with hope, 

«( Of flight from foes with whom I could not cope; 

« Unfit to vanquish-— shall I meanly fly, 

€ The one of all my band that would not die? 

« Yet there is one-— to whom my memory clings, 

« 'Till to these eyes her own wild softness spriugs. 

« My sole resources in the path I trod 

« Were these — my bark — my sword — my love — my ( 

< The last I left in youth-^e leaves me now — 

« And man but works his will to lay me low. 
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tt I bave no thought to mock his throne with prayer 
« Wrung from the coward crouching of despair ; 
« It is enongh — I breathe — and I can bear. 
« My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 
a That might have better kept so true a brand ; 
« My bark is sunk or captive— but my love — 
<c For her in sooth my voice would mount above : 
«c Oh ! she is all that still to earth can bind — 
a And this will break a heart so more than kind, 
« And blight a form— -till thine appeared, Gulnare I 
« Mine eye ne^er asked if others were as fair ? » 

n Thou lov^st another then ?— ^but what to me 
« Is this — ^'tis nothing — nothing e*er can be : 

« But yet— thou lov*st — and Oh! I envy those 

tc Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose, 

« Who never feel the void — the wandering ihonght 

« That sighs o*er visions — such as mine bath wrought. >» 

u Lady — methought ihy love was bis, for whom 

« This arm redeemed thee from a fiery tomb. » 

« My love stern Seyd's! Ob — No — No-7-.not my love— 

« Yet much this heart, that strives no more, ouce strove 

tt To meet his passion — but it would not be. 

« I felt— I feel — ^love dwells witb — with the free. 

« I am a slave, a favoured slave at best, 

« To share his splendour, and seem very blest ! 

u Oft niust my soul the question undergo, 

« Of — * Dost thou love?* and burn to answer <No !' 

« Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain, 

« And struggle not Jo feel averse in vain ; 

« But harder still the heart's recoil to bear, 

« And hide from one— perhaps another there. 
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« He takes the hand I give not — nor withhold — 

M Its pulse nor checked — ^nor quickened — calmly odd: 

M And when resigned , it drops a lifeless weight 

« From one I never loved enough to hate. 

« No wamrth these lips return by his imprest, 

« And chiHed remeorbrance shudders o*er the rest, 

u Yes — had I ev«r proved that passion^'s zeal, 

« The change to hatred were at least to feel : 

u But still — he goes unmourned — returns unsought-r* 

u And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

« Or when reflection comes, and come it must-— 

«v I fear that henceforth 'twill but bring disgust ; 

« I am hi$ slave — but, in despite of pride, 

u 'Twere worse than bondage to become his bride. 

«c Oh ! that this dotage of his breast would cease ! 

« Or 5eek another and give mine rdease, 

« But yesterday — 1 could have said, to peace 1 

« Yes— if unwonted fondness now I feign, 

« Remember — captive ! 'tis to break thy chain. 

u Repay the life that to thy hand I owe ; 

u To give thee back to all endeared below, 

M Who share such love as I can never know. 

u Farewell — morn breaks — and I must now away : 

« *Twill cost me dear— but dread not death to-day ! » 

XV. 

She pressed his fettered fingers to her heart, / 

And bowed ber head, and turned her to depart. 
And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone. 
And was she here ? and is he now alone ? 
"What gem hath dropped and sparkles o'er his chain 7 
The tear most sacred — shed for other's pain — 
That starts at once — bright — pure — from Pity's mine, 
Already polished by the hand divine ! 
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Oh ! too conviocing — dangerously dear— 

Id woman's eye the unanswerable tear ! 

That weapon of her weakness she can wield. 

To save — subdue — at once her spear and shield—- 

Avoid it — Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs, 

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers ! 

What lost a world, and bade a hero fly ? 

The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. 

Yet be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven. 

By this — how many lose not earth — ^but heaven I 

Consign their souls to man's eternal foe, 

And seal their own to spare some wanton's woe ! 

XVT. 

Tis mom — and o'er his altered features play 
The beams — without the hope of yesterday — 
What shall he be ere night? perchance a thing 
O'er wbich the raven flaps her funeral wing : 
By his closed eye unheeded and uufelt, 
While sets that sun, and dews, of evening melt. 
Chill — wet — and misty round each stiffened limb, 
Refreshing earth — reviving all but him ! 



END OF CANTO II. 



THE CORSAIR. 

CANTO ni. 



« Gome vedi— ancor non m'abbandona. » 

Dantx. 



I. 

Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run, 

Along Morca's hills the setting snn ; 

Not, as in Northern climes obscurely bright, 

But one unclouded b1aze»of living light ! 

O'er the hushed deep the yellow beam he throws. 

Gilds the green wave, that trembles as it glows. 

On old .^gina's rock, and Idra's isle, 

The god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 

O'er his own regions lingering, loves to shine. 

Though there his attars are no more divine. 

Descending fast the mountain shadows kiss 

The glorious gulph, uuconquered Salamis ! 

Their azure archesithrough the long expanse 

More deeply purpled meet his mellowing glance, 

And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 

Mark his gay course and own the hues of heaven ; 

Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behuid his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast. 
When — Athens ! here thy Wisest looked his last. 
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How watched tby better sods bis farewell ray, 
Tbat closed their murdered sage's" latest day I 
Not yet — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill — 
The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 
But sad his light to agonizing eyes, 
And dark the mountain's once delightful dyes : 
Gloom o'er the lovely land he seemed to pour, 
The land where Phoebus never frowned before, 
But ere he sunk below Cithaeron's head, 
The cup of woe was quaffed— the spirit fled ; 
The soul of him who scorned to fear or fly— 
Who liyed and died, as none can live or die ! 

But lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain, 
The queen of night asserts her silent reign.'* 
No murky vapour, herald of the storm, 
Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowing form ; 
With cornice glimmering as the mooii-bearas play, 
There the white column greets her grateful ray, 
And bright around with quivering beams beset, 
Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret : 
The groves of obve scattered dark and wide 
Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide. 
The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque, 
The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk, *^ 
And, dun and sombre 'mid the holy calm. 
Near Theseus' fane yon solitary palm, 
All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye — 
And dull were his that passed them heedless by* 

Again the iEgean, heard no more afar, 
Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war; 
Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long array of sapphire and of gold. 
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Mix! until tne shades of many a distant isle, 

Tliat frown — where gentler Ocean seems to smile^'^ 

IT. 

Not now my theme — why turn my thoughts to thee ? 

Oh ! who can ^ook alotig thy native sea, 

Nor dwell upon- ihy name, whale'er the tale, 

So much its magic must o'er all prevail ? 

Who that beheld that sun upon thee set^ 

Fair Athens ! could thine evening face forget ? 

Not he — whose heart nor time nor distance frees^ 

Spell-bound within the clustering Cyclades! 

Nor seems this homage foreign to his strain, 

His Corsair's isle was once thine own domain — 

Would that with freedom it where thine again ! 

Ilf. 

The sun hath sunk — and, darker than the night, 

binks with his beam upon the beacon height-^ 

Medora's heart — the third day's come and gone— 

With it he comes not — sends not — faithless one I 

The wind was fair though li^ht , and storms were none 

Last eve Anselmo's bark returned, and yet 

His only tidings that they had not met ! 

Though wild, as now, far different were the tale 

Had Conrad waited for that single saiL 

The night-breeze freshens— she that day had past 
In watching all that Hope proclaimed a mast ^ 
Sadly she sate — on high-rlmpatience bore 
At last her footsteps to the midnight shore, 
And there she wandered heedless of the spray 
That dashed her garments oft, and warned away i 
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Site saw not — felt not this— -nor dared depart^ 
I^or deemed it cold— her chill was at her heart ; 
Till grew such certainty from that suspense — 
His very sight had shocked (i-om life or sense I- 

It came at last — a sad and shattered boat, 

Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought ; 

Some bleeding — all most wretched — these the few — 

Scarce knew they how escaped — 4his all they knew. 

In silence, darkling, each appeared to wait 

His fellow's mournful guess at Conrad's fate :; 

Something they would have said ; but seemed to feajp 

To trust their accents to Medora's car. 

She saw at once, y<t sunk not — trembled not — 

Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot— ^ 

Within that meek fair foim, were feelings bigh. 

That deemed not till they found their energy. 

While yet was Hope — they softened: — fluttered — wept — 

All lost — ^that softness died not — but it slept ; 

And o'er its slumber rose that Strength which said, 

« With nothing-left to love — there's nought to dread. » 

Tismore than nature's; like the burning might 

Deliriam gathers from the fever's height. 

« Silent you stand — nor would I hear you tell 

« What — speak not — breathe not — ^for I know it well — » 

•• Yet would I ask — almost my lip denies 

« The— quick your answer — tell me where he lies ? » 

« Lady ! we know not-^scarce with life we fled ; 

« But here is one denies that he is dead : 

« He saw him bound y and bleeding-*-but alive. » 

She heard no further— 'twas in vain to strive— 
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Sothrobbedeach yeia — each thought — till then withstt>0C^ 
Her own dark soul — ^these words at once subdned — 
She totters — falls — and senseless had the wave 
Perchance but snatched her from another grave ; 
But that wilh hands though rude, yet weeping eyes^ 
They yield such aid as Pity's haste supplies : 
Dash o'er her deathlike check the Ocean dew. 
Raise — fan — sustain — till life returns anew; 
Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave 
That fainting form oW which they gaze and grieve J 
Then seek Anselmo's cavern, to report 
The tale too tedious — when the triumph short. 

IV. 

In that wild council words waxed wattn and strange^ 
"Wilh thoughts of ransom, rescue, and revenge; 
All, save repose or flight— ^still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spirit, and forbade despair; 
Whate'er his fate — the breasts he formed and led^ 
Will save him living, or appease him dead. 
Woe to his foes ! there yet survive a few, 
Whose deeds are daring as their hearts are true. 

V. • 

Within the Haram's secret chamber sate 

Stern Seyd, stiH pondering o'er his Caplive*s fatfr;. 

His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell. 

Now with Gulnare, and now in Conrad's cell ; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 

Surveys his brow — would soothe his gloom of nrind^ 

While many an anxious glance her large dark eye 

Sends in its idle search for sympathy. 

His only bends in seeming o'er his beads, *^ 

But inly views his victim as he bleeds. 
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n Pacha ! the day is thine ; and on thy crest 

tt Sits Triumph — Conrad taken — fall'n the rest ! 

« His doom is fixed — he dies — and well his fate 

« Was earned — yet much too woilhless for thy hate : 

u Methiuks, a short release for ransom told 

« With all his treasure, not unwisely sold ; » 

« Report speaks largely of his pirate-hoard — 

« Would that of this my Pacha were the Lord ! 

« While baffled — weakened by this fatal fray — 

u Watched — followed — he were then an easier preyj 

u But once cut off — the remnant of his band 

« Embark their wealth, and seek a safer strand. » 

« Gulnare!— if for each drop of blood a gem 

« Were offered rich as StambouFs diadem; 

u If for each hair of his a massy mine 

« Of virgin ore should supplicating shine ; 

«t If all our arab tales divulge or dream 

« Of wealth were here — that gold should not redeem ! 

« It had not now redeemed a single hour — 

M But that I know him fettered, in my power-, 

M And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still 

« Of] pangs that longest rack, and latest kill. » 

n Nay, Scydl — I seek not to restrain thy rage, 
« Too justly moved for mercy to assuage ; 
« My thoughts were only to secure for thee 
« His riches — thus released, he were not free : 
« Disabled, shorh of half his might and band, 
« His capture could but wait thy first command, n 

■ « His caj^ture could I — and shall I then resign 
y « One dayito.him — the wretch already mine? 

« Release my foeJ-— at whose remonstrance ?—Tthinc I 



5^ 
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« Fair sniler ! — to thy yiituous gratilade, 

« That thus repays this Giaour's relenting mood, 

H Which thee and thine alone of all could spare ^ 

« No clouht — regardless if the prize were fair, 

M My thanks and praise alike are due— -now hear t 

M I have a counsel for thy gentler ear : 

« I do mistrust thee, woman ! and each word 

M Of thine stamps truth on all Suspicion heard. 

<t Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai-— 

« Say, wert thou lingering there with him to fly? 

u Thou need'st not answer — thy confession speaks^ 

« Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks ; 

« Then, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware:: 

« 'Tis not his life, alone may claim such care !. 

« Another word and— nay— I need no more. 

<i Accursed was the moment when he bore 

« Thee from the flames, which better, far — ^but*^— no- 

« I then had mourned thee with a lover's wojc — 

« Now 'tis thy lord that warns— ^leceitful thing! 

u Know'st thou that I can dip thy wanton wing?. 

« In words alone I am not wont to chafe: 

« Look to thyself-r—nor deem thy falsehood safe I .»• 



He rose — and slowly,. sternly thence withdrew^. 
Rage in his eye and threats in his adieu : 
Ah! little recked that chief of womanhood-: — 
Which frowns ne'er quelled, nor menaces subdued; 
And little deemed he what thy heart, Gulnarel- 
When soft could feel, and when incensed could dare. 
His doubts appeared to wrong — nor yet she knew 
How deep the root from whence compassion grew — 
She was a slave — from such may captives claim 
A fellow-feeling, differing but isx name i 
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Still Iialf unconscious — heedless of his wrath, 
Again she ventured on the dangerous path, 
Again his rage repelled — until arose 
That strife of thought, the source of woman's woes ! 

VI. 

Meanwhile — long anxious — ^weary — still — the same 

Rolled day and night — his sou) could terror tame — 

This fearful interval of doubt and dread, 

When every hour might doom him worse than dead, 

When every step that echoed by the gate , 

Might entering lead where axe and stake await ; 

When every voice that grated on his ear 

Might be the last that he could ever hear; 

Could terror tame — that spirit stem and high 

Had proved unwilling as unfit to die ; 

'Twas worn — perhaps decayed — yet silent bore 

That conflict deadher far than all before: 

The heat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 

Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quail ; 

But bound and fixed in fettered solitude. 

To pine, the prey of every changing mdod ; 

To gaze on thine own heart; aud meditate 

Irrevocable faults, and coming fate — 

Too late the last to shun — the first to mend-^ 

To count the hours that struggle to thine end, 

With not a friend- to animate, and tell 

To other ears that death became thee well ; 

Around thee foes to forge the ready lie, 

And blot life's latest scene with calumny ; 

Before thee tortures, which the soul can dare. 

Yet doubts how well the shrinking flesh may bear; 

But deeply feclsa singlb cry would shame, 

To valour*s praise thy last- And dearest claim ; 
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The life tbou leav'st below, denied above 
By kind monopolists of heavenly love, 
And more than doubtful paradise — thy beareit 
Of earthly hope — thy loved one from thee riven. 
Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain^ 
And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain : 
And those sustained he-— boots it well or ill ? 
Since not to sink beneath^ is something still ! 

VII. 

The first day passed — he saw not her — Guluare*-^ 

The second — third — and still she came not therd; 

But what her words avouched, her charms had done^ 

Or else he bad not seen another sun. 

The fourth day rolW along, and with the night 

Game storm and darkness in their mingling might t 

Oh ! how he listened to the rushing deep, 

That ne'er till now so broke upon bis sleep ; 

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent, 

Roused :by the roar of his own element! 

Oft had he ridden on that winged wave, 

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave ^ 

And now its dashing echoed on his ear, 

A long known voice — alas ! too vainly near! 

Loud sung the wind abovej and, doubly loud. 

Shook o'er his turret cell the thueder-cloud ; 

And flashed the lightning by theJatticed bar. 

To him more genial than the midnight alar : r } .■ • 

Close to the glimmering grate he dragged his chaio)^ 

And hoped that peril nv^ht not prov^e in vain. 

He raised his iron hand fo HeaVen^ and prayed 

One pitying flash to iipiar.th^fofmat made t 

His st^el and impious prayer attract alike—* 

The storm rolled onward.and disdi£une4 %o Mrike ; 
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Its peal waxed fainter — ceased— -he felt afooi^, 
As if some fEUtUesfi friend kad spurned his groan I 

VIIL 

The midnight passed— and to the massy door, 
A light step came — it paused — it moved once more;. 
Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen key: 
'Xis as his heart foreboded — that fair she ! 
Whatever her sins, to him a guardian saint,. 
And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint ; 
Yet changed since last within that cell she <'ame,^ 
More pale her cheek, more tremulous her frame: 
On him she cast her dark and hurried eye, 
Which spoke before her accents — « thou nuist die t 
« Yes, thou must die — there is but one resource, 
u The last — the worst — if torture were not worse. » 

« Lady ! I look to none — my lips proclaim 

« What last proclaimed they — Conrad still the same : 

« Why shottld'st thou seek an oiHlaw's life to spare^ 

M And change the sentence I deserve to bear ? 

« Well, have I earned — nor here alone— the meed 

n Of Seyd's revenge, by many a lawless deed. » 



« Why should i seek ? l>ecause*^Oh ! didst thou not 

N Redeem my life from worse than slavery's lot ? 

N Why should I seek ?----hath misery made thee blind 

« To the fond workings of a woman's mind ! 

• And mukti I say ? albeit my heart rebel 

« With all that woman feels, but should not tell— 

« Bectiase-^espite tky crimes-r-that heart is moved : 

« It fearedthee— thanked thee^pitied— maddened- -loved, 

n Reply not, tell not now thy tale again, 
«L Thou lo/st aiBOtheri— t and I love in vain ; 
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M Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 

« I rush through peril which she would tiot dare. 

u If that thy heart to hers were truly dear, 

« Where I thine own — thou wert not lonely here : 

u An outlaw's spouse — and leave her lord to roam ! 

c( What hath such gentle dame to do with home ? 

« But speak not now — o'er thine and o'er my head 

u Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ; 

u If thou hast courage still, and would'st be free, 

« Receive this poignard — ^rise — and follow me I » ' 

« Ay — in my chains! my steps will gently tread, 
u With these adornments, o'er each slumbering head ! 
u Thou hast forgot — is this a garb for flight ? 
« Or is that instrument more fit for fight ? » 

« Misdoubting Corsair ! I have gained the guard, 

« Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 

«( A single word of mine removes that chain : 

M Without some aid how bere could I remain ? 

« Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time, 

« If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime : 

« The crime— 'tis none to punish those of Seyd— 

u That hated tyrant, Conrad — ^he must bleed ! 

u I see thee shudder — hut my soul is changed — 

tt Wronged— spurned — reviled — audit shall beavengecl- 

M Accused of what till now. my heart disdained—* 

« Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chained. 

« Yes, smile !-— but her had little cause to sneer, 

« I was not treacherous then — nor thou too deaf :• 

M But he has said it— and the jealous well, 

M Those tyrants, teasing,, tempting to rebeh, 

» Deserve the fate their fretting lips foirett)!. 
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« I never loted— be bought me — somewbat bigb— \ 

« Since ^ritb me came a beart be could not buy. 1 

H I was a slave unmurmuring ; be batb said, 

M Bui for his rescue I with thee bad fled. 

« 'Twas false thou know'st — but let such augurs rue^ 

« Their words are omens Insult renders true. 

« Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer ; 

« This fleeting grace was only to prepare 

« New torments for thy life, and my despair. 

(t Mine loo be threatens; but his dotage still 

u Would fain reserve roe for his lordly will 1 

u When wearier of these fleeting charms and me,, 

tt There ^awns the sack — and yonder rolls the sea 1 

« What, am I then a toy for dotard's play, 

« To wear but till the gilding frets away? 

n I saw thee — loved thee — owe thee all — would save, 

« If but to shew how grateful is a slave. 

« But had he not thus n^enaced fame and life, 

« (And well he keeps bis oaths pronounced in strife) 

«c I still had saved thee — but the Pacha spared.. 

« Now I am all thine own — for all prepared ; 

«c Thou lov'st me not — nor know'st — or but the worst. 

M Alas! this Ipve — that hatred are the iirst-^ 

« Oh ! could'st thou prove my truth, thou would'st not start^ 

« Nor fear the fire that lights an eastern heart, 

« *Tis now the beacon of thy safety — now 

M It points within the port a Mainote prow : 

« But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 

« There sleeps — he must not wake— the oppressor Seyd ! »> 

« Gnlnare — Gulnare — ^I never felt till now 
« My abject fortune, withered fame so low? 
tt Seyd is mine enemy : bad swept my band 
« From earth with ruthless but witVi o^e\i\kdXkdiY 
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« And therefore came I, in my bark of wary 

« To smite tbe smiter with the scimitar ; 

« Such is my weapon — not the secret knife — 

« Who spares a woman's seeks not slumber's life. 

« Thine saved I gladly, lady, not for this — 

« Let me not deem that mercy shewn amiss. 

« Now fare thee well — more peace be with thy breast! 

« Night wears apace — my last of earthly rest ! » 

tt Rest ! Rest ! by sunrise must thy sinews shake^ 

i< And thy limbs writhe around the ready stake. 

a I heard the order — saw — I will not see — 

u If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee. 

a My life — my love — my hatred — all below 

M Are on this cast — Corsair ! 'tis but a blow I 

« Without it flight were idle — how evade 

« His sure pursuit? my wrongs too unrepaid, 

« My youth disgraced — the long — long wasted years^ 

« One blow shall cancel with our future fears ; 

« But since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 

« I'll try the firmness of a female hand — 

« The guards are gained— one moment all were o'er — 

« Corsair ! we meet in safety or no mor»e ; 

« If errs my feeble hand, the morning cloud 

« Will hover o'er thy scaffold, and my shroud. » 

IX. 

She turned, and vanished ere he could reply, 
But his glance followed far with eager eye , 
And gathering, as he could, the links that bound 
His form, to curl their length, and curb their sound/ 
Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude. 
He, fast as fettered limbs allow, pursued. ' * 
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*Twas dark and winding, and lie knew not wTiere 
That passage led — nor lamp nor guard were there t 
He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ? 
Chance guides his steps — a freshness seems to hear 
Full on his brow, as if from morning air — 
He reached an open gallery — on his eye '< 
Gleamed the last star of night, the clearing sky t 
Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 
From a lone chamber strack upon his sight. 
Towards it he moved, a scarcely closing door 
l^evealed the ray wit-hin, but nothing more. 
With hasty step a figure outward past, 
Then paused — and turned — and paused — 'tis She at last ! 
No poignard in that hand — nor sign of ill — 
« Thanks to that softening heart — she could not kill ! »» 
Again he looked, the wildness of her eye 
Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. 
She stopped— threw back her dark far-floating haiE 
That nearly veiled-her face and bosom fair: 
As if she late had bent her leaning head 
Above some object of her doubt or dread. 
They meet — upon her brow — unknown— forgot— v 
Her hurrying hand had left— 'twas but a spot- 
Its hue was all he saw, and scarce withstood — 
Oh ! slight but certain pledge of crime — 'tis blood I 

X. 

He had seen battle— he had brooded lone 

O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown^ 

He had been tempted — chastened — and the chain 

Yet on his arms might ever there remain : 

But ne'er from strife — captivity — remorse — 

From all his feelings in their inmost force— 
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So tbrillcd-^so skuddcrcd every creeping vein,. 
As now tbey froze before that purple stain. 
That spot of blood, that )igbt but guilty streak, 
Had banished all the beauty from her cheek ! 
Blood he had viewed — could view unmoved — but tken 
It flowed in combat, or was shed by men ! 

XL 

n 'Tis done->-he nearly waked — but it is done. 
« Corsair ! he perished — thou art dearly won. 
« All words wi»uld now be vain — away— away I 
n Our bark is tossing — 'tis already day. 
« The few gained over, now are wholly mine, 
« And these thy yet surviving band shall join : 
a Anon my voice shall vindicate my hand, 
H When once our sail forsakes this hated strand. » 

XII. 

She clapped her hands — and through the gallery poofi. 
Equipped for flight, her vassals — Greek and Moor, 
Silent but quick they stoop, his chains unbind ; 
Once more his limbs are free as mountain wind !. 
But on his heavy heart such sadness sate. 
As if they there transferred that iron weight. 
1^0 words are uttered — at her sign, a door 
Reveals the secret passage to the shore ; 
The city lies behind — they speed, they reach 
The glad waves dancing on the yellow beach ; 
And Conrad following, at her beck, obeyed, 
I9or cared he now if rescued or betrayed ; 
Resistance were as useless as if Seyd 
Yet lived to view the doom his ire decreed. 
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XIII. 

Embarkecl, the sail unfurled, the light breeze blew — 
How mucb had Coorad's memory to review ! 
Sank he in contemplation^ — till the cape 
Where last he anchored reared its giant shape. 
Ah ! — since that fatal nigbt, though brief the time, 
Had swept an age of terror, grief, and crime. 
As its far shadow frowned above the mast, 
He veiled his face, and sorrowed as he past ; 
He thought of all — Gonsalvo and his band, 
His fleeting triumph and his failing hand ; 
He thought on her afar, his lonely bride -— 
He turned and saw — Gulnare, the homicide I 

XIV. 

She watched his features till she could not bear 

Their freezing aspect and averted air, 

And that strange fierceness foreign to her eye, 

Fell quenched in tears, too late to shed or dry. 

She knelt beside him and his hand she prest, 

« Thon may'st forgive though Alla's self detest ; 

« But for that deed of darkness whai wert thou ? 

« Reproach rae— but not yet — Oh ! spare me now ! 

« I am not what I seem — this fearful night 

My brain bewildered — do not madden quite ! 

•« If I had never loved — though less my guilt, 

« Thou hadst not lived to — hate me — if thou wilt. » 

XV. 

She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undesigned, the wretch he made ; 
But speechless all, deep , dark, and unexprest, 
They bleed, within, that silent cell — his breast. 
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Still onward, fair the breeze, nor rougli the surgd, 

The blue waves sport around the stern they urge ; 

Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck — 

A spot — a mast — a sail — an armed deck ! 

Their little bark her men of watch descry. 

And ampler canvas woos the wind from high ^ 

She bears her down majestically near, 

Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier ; 

A flash is seen — the ball beyond their bow 

Booms harmless hissing to the deep below. 

Uprose keen Conrad from his silent trance^ 

A long, long absent gladness in his glance ; 

« 'Tis mine — my blood-red flag ! — again — again— 

« I am not all deserted on the main ! » 

They own the signal, answer to the hail, 

Hoist out the boat at once, and slacken sail, 

« Tis Conrad ! Conrad ! » shouting from the deck^ 

Command nor duty could theii* transport check I 

With light alacrity and gaze of pride, 

They view him mount once more his vessel's side ^ 

A smile relaxing in each rugged face, 

Their arms can scarce forbear a rough embrace. 

He — ^half forgetting danger and defeat, 

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet. 

Wrings with a cordial grasp Ansclmo's hand, 

And feels he yet can conquer and command I 

XVI. 

These greetings o'er, the feelings that o'crflow^ 
Yet grieve to win him back without a blow ; 
They sailed prepared for vengeance — had they knOwi 
A woman's hand secured that deed her own, 
She were their queen — less scrupulous are they 
Than haughty Conrad how they win their way. 
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7\ih many an asking smile, and wondering stare , 
hey whisper round, and gaze upon Gulnare ; 
nd her, at once above — beneath her sex, 
i^hom blood appalled not, their regards perplex, 
o Conra4 turns her faint imploring eye, 
he drops her veil, and stands in silence by; 
[er arms are meekly folded on that breast, 
Vhich — Conrad safe — to fate resigned the rest, 
hough worse than phrenzy could that bosom fill, 
Ixtreme in love or hate, in good or ill, 
he worst of crimes had left her woman still ! 

XVII. 

rhis Conrad marked, and felt — ah! could he less ? 

late of that deed — but grief for her distress ; 

Nhat she has done no tears can wash away, 

^od heaven must punish on its angry day : 

iut — it was done — he knew, whale'er guilt, 

I'or him that poignard smote, that blood was spilt; 

ind he was free ! — and she for him had given 

ler all on earth, and more than all in heaven I 

Lnd now he turned him to that dark-eyed slave 

Vhose brow was bowed beneath the glance he gave, 

^ho now seemed changed and humbled : — faint and meek 

But varying oft the colour of her cheek 

To deeper shades of paleness — all it's red 

That fearful spot which stained it from the dead ! 

3e took that hand — it trembled — now too late — 

5o soft in love— so wildly nerved in hate ; 

Be clasped that' hand — it trembled — and his own 

Had lost its firmness, and his vdice its tone. 

tt Gulnare !» — but she replied not — «tdear Gulnare !» 

She rai/sed her eye;— her only answer there;— 
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At once she sought and sunk in his embrace t 
If he had driven her from that resting place , 
His had been more or less than mortal heart. 
But — good or ill — it bade her not depart. 
Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast ^ 
His latest virtue then had joined the rest. 
Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
That asked from form so fair no more than this — 
The first — the last that Frailly stole from Faith — 
To lips where Love had lavished all his breath. 
To lips — whose broken sighs such fragrance fling, 
As he had fanned them freshly with his wing ! 

xvin. 

They gain by twilight's hour their lonely isle. 

To them the very rocks appear to smile; 

The haven hums with many a cheering sound, 

The beacons blaze their wonted stations round, 

The boats are darting o'er the curly bay, 

And sportive dolphins bend them through the spray ; 

Even the hoarse sea-bird's shrill, discordant shriek, 

Greets like the welcome of his tuneless beak ! 

Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams, 

Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 

Oh! what can sanctify the joys of home, 

Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam? 

XIX. 

The lights are high on beacon and from bower. 
And midst them Conrad seeks Medora 's tower : 
He looks in vain — ^'tis strange — and all remark, 
Amid so many, hers alone is dark. 
'Xis strange — of yore its welcome never failed, 
Nor novY, perchance^ extinguished, only yeiled. 
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With the first boat descends he for the shore, 

And looks -impatieDt on the hngering oar. 

Oh ! for a wing Leyond the falcon's flight, 

To bear him like an arrow to that height! 

"With the first pause the resting rowers gave, 

He wails not — looks not — leaps into the wave, 

Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 

Ascends the path familiar to his eye. 

He reached his turret door — he paused — no sound 
Broke from within ; and all was night around. 
He knocked, and loudly — footstep nor reply 
Announced that any heard or deemed him nigh ; 
He knocked — but faintly — for his trembling hand 
Refused to aid his heavy heart's demand. 
The portal opens — 'tis a well-known face- 
But not the form he panted to embrace. 
Its lips are silent — twice his own essayed, 
And failed to frame the question they delayed ; 
He snatched the lamp — its light will answer all^- 
It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall. 
Be would not wait for that reviving ray — 
As soon could he have lingered there for day; 
But, glimmering through the dusky corridor, 
Another chequers o'er the shadowed floor; 
Bis steps the chamber gain— his eyes behold 
A.11 that his heart believed not — ^yet foretold ! 

XX. 

He turned not — spoke not — sunk not — fixed his look, 
And set the anxious frame that lately shook: 
He gazed — how long we gaze despite of pain, 
And know, iM dare not own, we gaze in vain I 
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In life itself she was so still and fair, 
That death with gentler aspect withered there ; 
And the cold flowers *^ her colder hand contained^. 
In that last grasp as tenderly were strained 
As if she scarcely felt, but feigned a sleep, 
And made it almost mockery yet to weep : 
The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow, 
And veiled — thought shrinks from all that lurked beloW" 
Oh ! o'er the eye death most exerts his might, 
And hurls the spirit from her throne of light ! 
5mks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse, 
But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips— - 
Yet, yet ihey seem as they forbore to smile. 
And wished repose — but only for a while ; 
But the white shroud, and each extended tress. 
Long — fair — but spread in utter lifelessncss, 
Which, late the sport of every summer wind. 
Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind ; 
These — and the pale pure cheek, became the bier— 
But she is nothing — ^wherefore is he here ? 

XXI. 

He asked no question— all were answered now 
By the first glance on that still — marble brow. 
It was enough — she died — what recked it how ? 
The love of youth, the hope of better years, 
The source of softest wishes, tenderest fears, 
The only living thing he x:ould not hate, 
Was reft at once— and he deserved his fute. 
But did not feel it less ; — the good explore. 
For peace, those realms wbcre guilt can never soar: 
The proud — the wayward — who have fixed below 
Their joy — and find this earth enough for woe, 
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Lose in that one their all — perchance a mite— - 
But who in patience parts with all delight ? 
Full many a stoic eye and aspect stern 
Mask hearts where grief hath little left to learn ; 
And many a withering thought lies hid, not lost, 
In smiles that least befit who wear them most. 

XXII. 

fiy those, that deepest feel, is ill exprest 
The indistinctness of the suffering breast ; 
Where thousand thoughts begin to end in one. 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in none ; 
No words suffice the secret soul to show. 
For Truth denies all eloquence to Woe. 
On Conrad's stricken soul exhaustion prest, 
And stupor almost lulled it into rest ; 
So feeble now — his mother's softness crept 
To those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept : 
It was the very weakness of his brain, 
Which thus confessed without relieving pain. 
None saw his trickling tears — perchance, if seen. 
That useless flood of grief had never been : 
Nor long they flowed — he dried them to depart, 
In helpless — hopeless — brokcnness of heart: 
The sun goes forth — but Conrad's day is dim ; 
And the night cometh — ne'er to pass from him. 
There is no darkness like the cloud of mind, 
On Griers vain eye— the blindest of the blind ! 
Which may not — dare not. see — but turns aside 
To blackest shade — nor will endure a guide ! 



/ 
I 
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XXIII. 

His heart was formed for softness — ^warped to wrong; 

Beti ayed too early* and beguiled too long ; 

Each fcefing pure — as falls the dropping dew 

Within the grot ; like that had hardened too ; 

Less rlear, perchance, its earthly trials passed. 

Put sunk, aud chilled, and petiided at last. 

Yet tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rock; 

]f such his heart, so shattered it the «hock. 

There grew one flower beneath its rugged brow, 

Though dark the shade — it sheltered — saved till novf* 

The thunder came — that boU haih blasted both. 

The granite*s frt*mness, and the lily's growth : 

The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell 

Its tale, but shrunk and withered where it fell, 

And of its cold protector, blai ken round 

But shivered fragiueuts on the barren ground ! 

XXIV. 

'Tis morn— -to venture on his lonely hour 
Few dare; thpugh now Anselmo sought his tower. 
He was not there — nor seen along the shore ; 
Ere night, alarmed, their isle is traversed o'er : • 
Another morn— -afiother bids them seek. 
And shout his name |ill echo waxeth weak ; 
Mount — grotto — cavern — valley searched in vain, 
They find on shore a sea-boai*s broken chain : 
Their hope revives — ^they follow o'er the n;iain. 
'Tis idle all— moons roll on moons away, 
And Conrad comes not— came not since that days 
I^or trace, nor tidings of his doom declare 
Where lives lus girief, or perished his despair ! 
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A>ngraonnied his b.ind — whom none could monrn beside * 

Lud fair the monument they gave his bride: 

■"or him they raise not the recording stone — 

lis death yet dubious, deeds too widely known; 

le left a Corsair% name to other times, 

linked with one virtuei aud a thousand crimes, ^l 



NOTES 

TO 

TH£ CORSAIR. 



The time in this poem may seem too short for the occor- 
rences, hut the whole of the iEgean isles are within a few 
hours sail of the continent, and the reader must he kind 
enough to take the tPi'nd as I have often found it. 

Note I, page 75, line ai. 
Of fair Oiympia lotted and left of old. 

Orlando, Canto 10. 

Note a, page 79, line 29. 
Around the rapes'* phosphoric brightness broke. 

By night, particularly in a warm latitude, every stroke 
of the oar, every motion of the hoat or ship, is followed by 
a slight flash like sheetlightuing from the water. 

Note 3, page 8a, line 11. 
Though to the rest the sober berry's Juice. 
Coffee. 

Note 4f P^gc 82, line i3. 
The long chibouque's dissolving cloud display. 

Pipe. 

Note 5, page 83^ line i4- 
While dance the Almas to wild minstrelsy. 

Dancing-girls. 

Note to Canto If, page 8a, line 29. 

It has been objected that Conrad's entering disguised as 
a spy is out of nature. — Perhaps so. I fin4 something not 
unlike it in history^ 

« Anxious to explore with his own eyes the state of the 
Vandals, Majorian ventured, after disguising the colour of 
his hair, to visit Carthage in the character of his own am- 
bassador; and Genseric was afterwards morlified by the 
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discovery, thaL he had entertained and dismissei thQ Em- 
peror of the Roinans. Soph, an anecdote may be rejected 
as an imfrobabie fiction; but it. is a fietioi^ wjiich would not 
have been imagined unless in the life of a hero. » Qidion, 
D. and F, Vol. VI, p. 180. 

That Conrad is a character not altogether out of nature I 
shall atteHTfftto ptoVe by sonrt hTsloricai cmncidences which 
I have met iHth since writiiig .« The Corsair. » 

« Eccelin prisonnier, » dit Bolandini, « s*enfeniiait, ^ons 
nn silence mena^ant; il fixaitsur la terre son visage fe'roce, 
et ne donnait. point d'essor ^ sa profonde indignation. — De 
toates parts cependant les soldats et les peuples accouraient ; 
iU voalaient voir cet horame, jadis si puissattt, et la joie 
univer selle ^latait de . toutes parts. 

^ T *If ^fr ^ ^ • ^ ^ 

« Eccelin etait d^une petite taille ; mais tout Faspect de 
sa personne, tous ses mouvemens indiquatent un soMat.— 
Son- langage *^tait amer, son d^portement superbe,— 'Ct, par 
5on seul regard, il faisait tremMer les plus hardts. » Sismon- 
di, tome III, pages 219, 220. 

« Gizericus (Gensericy king of the Vandals, the conqueror 
of both Carthage and Rome), statur^ mediocris, et equi 
casu claudicans, animo profundus, sermone rarus, luxnrise 
^ont^mptor, ii^ turbidns, habendi cupidus, ad solicltandas 
gentes providentissimus.» etc. etc. Jornandes de Rebus 
GeticiSf c 33. 

I beg leave to quote these gloomy realities to keep in 
countenance my Giaour and Corsair. 

Note 6, page 85, line 17. 
And my stern i^aw and order^s lavs oppose. 

The Dervises arc in colleges, and of different orders, as 
the monks. 

Note 7, page 86, line 21. 
They seize that Dervisel — seize Qn Zaianail 

Satan. , 

Note. 8, page 87, line 8. . 
He tore- his beard, aad foaming fled the Ji0ht. 

k common and not very novel effect of Mussulman 
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angfr. See Prince En(|;ene*s Memoirs, page a4' * The Se- 
« raskier received a wound in the thigh ; he plocked up his 
« heard by the roots, because he ^as obliged to qoit the 
« field. » 

Note 9, page 88, line ao. 

Brief time had Conrad now to greet Guinare. 

Giilnare, a female name; it means, literaUy, the lloifcr 
of the Pomegranate. 

Note 10, page 96, line 2. 

Till ei^n the ^scaffold echoes vith their jest \ 

In Sir Thomas More, for instance, on the scaffold, and 
jinne Boleyn in the Tower, when grasping her iierk« she 
remarked, that it « >vas too slender to trobble the heads- 
man much.>' During one part of the French^ Eevolittion^ if 
became a fashion to leave some « mot » as a Ugary ; and' 
the quantity of facetious last wordi spoken during thai 
period wo)ild form a melancholy jest-book of a cooaiderft- 
ble size. 

Note II, pagr loa, line a. 

That closed their murdered sagfis latest day i • 

Socrates drank the hemlock a short time before snnsef 
(the hour of execution)., notwithstanding the entceatiea of 
his disciples to wait till the sun went down. 

Note li, page 103, line i4* 

The gueen of night asserts her sitent reign. 

The twilight in Greece is much shorter than in our ovn 
eonntry: the days- in winter are longer, but in summer of 
shorter duration. 

Note 1 3, page loa, line a4* 
The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosi, 

The Kiosk is a Turkish summer-house -. the palm is with' 
out the present walls of Athens, not far from the temple of 
Thrseus, between which and the tree the wall intervenes. 
— Cephisus* stream is indeed scanty, and Ubavs has oa 
stream at all. 
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Note 14, page icy3, line ar. 
Thaifrovn vhere gentler Ocean seems io smile. 
The opening lines, as far as section II, have, perhaps, 
little business here, and were annexed to an unpublished 
(though printed) poem; but they were written on the spot 
ift the spring of 1811, and— 1 scarce know why — the reader 
must excuse their appearance here if he can. 

Note 1 5, page io5, line 29^ 
ffis ohh ^nds in seeming o^er his Beads, 
The Combof oio, of Mahonnetan rosary ; the beads are in 
Aumber oiDety-nine. 

I^ote r6, pagie lao, line 3*. 
'jtnd He cold jiovers her colder hand contained, 
in the Levant it is the custom to strew Bowers on the bo- 
dies of the dead, and in the hands of young persons to 
fitAt a nosegay.' 

Note 17, page ia3, last line. 
Unhed vith one virtue ^ and a thousand crimes. 

That the point of honour which is represented in one in^ 

fiance of Conrad's character has not been carried beyond 

tBkt bounds of probability may perhaps be in some degree 

- confirmed by the following anecdote of a brother buccaneer 

in the present yeart 18 14. 

Our readers have all seen the account of the enterprise 
against the pirates of Barrataria ; but few, we believe, were 
informed of the situation, history, or nature of that esta- 
blishment. For the information of such as were unacquainted 
with it, we have procured from a friend th^ following in- 
teresting narrative of the main facts, of which he has per- 
sonal knowledge, and which cannot fail tointeresi some of 
our readers. 

Barrataria is a bay, or a narrow arm of the gnlph of Mex- 
ico : it runs through a rich but very fiat country, until it 
reaches within a mile of the Mississipi river, fifteen miles 
below the city of New Orleans. The bay has branches 
almost innumerable, in which persons can lie concealed 
from the severest scrutiny. It communicates with- three 
lakes vhich lie on the south-west side, and these, with the 
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lake of the same name, and which lies conti^ous to the 
sea, where there is an island formed hy the two arms of 
this lake and the sea. The east and west points of thb 
island were fortified in the year 1811, hy a hand of pirates, 
under the command of one Monsieur La Fitte. A large ma- 
jority of these outlaws are of that class of the population of 
the state of Louisiana who fled from the island of St. Do- 
mingo during the trouhles there, and took refuge in the 
island of Cuha : and when the last war hetween France and 
Spain commenced, they were compelled to leave that island 
with the short notice of a few days. Without ceremony, 
they entered the United States, the most of them the Stale 
of Louisiana, with all the negroes they had possessed in ^ 
Cuba. They were notified. hy the governor of that State 
of the clause in the constitution which forbad the importa- 
, iion of* slaves ; lut, at the same time, received the assur- 
ance of the governor that he would obtain, if possible, the 
approbation of the general government for their retaining 
this property. 

The island of Barrataria is situated about lat. 39 deg. 
- f5 min. Ion. 9a 3o. and is as remarkable for its health as 
iibr the superior scale and shell fish with which its waters 
abound. The chief of this horde, like Charles de Moor, 
bad mixed with his many vices some virtues. In the year 
18 1 3, this party had, from its turpitude and boldness, claim- 
ed the attention of the governor of Louisiana; and to break 
up the establishment, he thought proper to strike at the 
head. He therefore offered a reward of 5oo dollars for the 
kead of Monsieur La Fitte, who was well known to the in- 
habitants of the city of New Orleans, from his immediate 
tounexlon, and his once having been a fencing^master in that 
eity of great reputation, which art he learnt in Buonaparte's 
army, where he was a captain. The reward which wis 
•ffered by the governor for the bead of La Fitte was an- 
swered by the offer of a reward from the latter of i5,o0O 
for the head of the governor. The governor ordered out a 
company to march from the city to LaFitte's island, and to 
bum aud destroy all the property, and to bring to the city 
of New Orleans all his banditti. This company, under the 
4oauMnd of a nan wIm had been the intimate associate of 
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tbis bold captain, approached very near to the /ortified 
isUnd before he saw a man, or heard a sound, until he 
heard a whistle, not unlike a boatswain's call. Then it was 
he found himself surrounded hy armed men who had 
emerged from th^ secret avenues which led into Bayou. 
Here it was that the modern Qharies de Moor developed 
his few noble iraits ; for to this man who had come to de- 
stroy bis life and all that was 4ear to him, he not only 
spared his life, but olTered him that which would have 
made the honest soldier easy for the remainder of his days, 
which was iodignantly refused. He then, with the appro- 
bation of bis captor, returned to the city. This circum- 
« stance, and some concomitant events, proved that this band 
of pirates was not to be taken by land.. Our naval force 
having always been sma^l in that quarter, exertions for the 
destruction of this illicit t>stablishment could not be expect- 
ed from them until augmented ; for an officer of the navy, 
with most of the gun-boats on that ste^ti^p, had to retreat 
from an ovemvbelming force of La Fitters. So soon as the 
augmentation of the navy authorised an taitack, one was 
mad«; the overthrow of this baBdittlihas been the result; 
and BOW this almost invulnerable poiikt a)r)d key to NeW Or- 
leans 19 clear of an -enemy, it is to be hoped the govern- 
ment wtU hold it by a strong mili^iry force — From an Amc- 
ricon Newspaper, 

In Noble's continuation of Granger's Biographical Dic- 
tionary, there is a singular passage in his account of arch- 
bishop. BI^ckbourne,andas in some measure connected with 
the profession of the hero of the foregoing poem, I cannot 
resist the temptation of extracting it. 

« Thei^ is something mysterious in the history and cha- 
ff racier jf/Br. Blackbourne- The former is but imperfectly 
« known^ ^nd report has even asserted he was a buccaneer : 
« and tfafa^ one of his brethren in that profession having 
« ^Ipied, on his arrival in England, what had become of his 
« old chuip, Blackbourne, was answered, he is archbishop 
« of Y »rk. We are informed , that Blackbourne was in- 
« stalled iub-dean of Exeter, in i694» which ofBce he re- 
« si(;ned in 1702; hut after his successor, Lewis Barnets 
« death, in 1704, he regained it. In the following year he 

6* 
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« became dean ; and, in 17 14) held with it the archdeaoery 
« of Cornwall. He was consecrated bishop of Exeter, fe- 
« bruary ^4* i?^^; &i*d translated to York, november a8, 
« 1734* ^^ ^ reward, according; ta court scandal, for nnit- 
« ing George I. to the Dutchess of Monster. This, hov- 
« ever, appears to have been an unfounded calumny. As 
« archbishop he behaved with great prudence, and was 
« equally respectable as the goardian of the revenues of the 
« see. Rumour whispered he retained the viipes ofhisyondi, 
«c and that a passion for the fair sex formed an item in the 
« list of his weaknesses ; but so far from being convicted 
« by seventy witnesses, he does not appear to have been 
•( directly criminated by one. In short, I look upon these 
« aspersions as the effects of mere malice. How is it pos- 
« sible a buccaneer should have been so good a scholar as 
<c Blackbourne certainly was , he who had so perfect a 
« knowledge of the classics (particularly of the Greek tra- 
« gedians), as to be able to* read them with the same ease as 
« he could Shakespeare, must have taken great pains to 
« acquire the learned languages ; and have had both leisure 
«c and good masters. But he was undoubtedly educated at 
<c Christ-church College, Oxford. He is allowed to have 
« been a plea&ant man-: this, however, was turned against 
« him, by its b^ng said-, ' he gained more h«arta than 
« souls.' » 



« The only vofce that could soothe the passfons of t&e ' 
« savage (Alphonso 3d) was that of an amiable and virtuous 
« wife, the sole object of his love; the voice of Donna Tsa* 
« bella, the daughter of the Duke of Savoy, and the grand- 
« daughter of Philip 2d', King of Spain. — Her dying^ words 
« sunk deep into his memory ; his fierce spirit melted into 
« tears ; and after the last embrace, AIpht>nso retired into 
« his chamber to bewail his irreparable loss, and to medi- 
« tate on the vanity of human life. » — Miscellaneous Works 
of Gibbon f Ne9 Edition ^ 9po. pol. Zfpa^e 473. 
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CANTO I. 
I. 

erfs are glad through Lara's wide domain f 

ivery half forgets her. feudal chain ; 

&ir unhoped, but unforgotten lord, 

Dg self-exiled chieftain is restored: 

he bright faces in the busy hail, 

on the board , and banners on the wall ; 

equering o'er the pictured window, plays 

nwonted faggot's hospitable blaze ; 

ly retainers gather round the hearth, 

tongues all loudness, and with eyes all odtth. 



II. 



dief of Lara is returned again : 
hy had Lara crossed the bounding main 7 
f his sire , too young such loss to know^ 
f himself; — that heritage of woe, 
earful empire which the human breast 
Ids to rob the heart within of rest ! — 
lone to check, and few to point in time 
ousand paths that slope the way to' crime ; 
when he most required commandment, then 
ara's daring boyhood goverhed men. 
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It skills not y boots not, step by step to trace 
His youth through all the mazes of its race ; 
Short was the course his restlessness had run. 
But long enough to leave him half undone. 

III." 

And Lara left in youth his father-land ^ 
But from the hour he waved his parting hand. 
Each trace waxed fainter of his course, till all 
Had nearly ceased his memory to recall. 
His sire was dust, his vassals could declare, 
'Twas all they knew, that Lara was not there; 
ffor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
Cold in the many, anxious in the few. 
His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name. 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame, 
Another chief consoled his destined bride, 
The young forgot him, and the old had died ; 
« Yet doth he live ! » exclaims :the impatient heir. 
And sighs for sables which he must not wear. . 
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 
The Lara's last and lowg^t dwelling place ; 
But one is absent from the mouldering file, 
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. • 

IV. 

He comes at last in sudden loneliness. 

And whence they know not, why they need not -guce 

They more might marvel, when the greeting's' o'er,. 

Kot that he caijae, but came not long before : r 

No train is hi? beyond a single page, 

Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 

Tears had rolled on, and fasllhey speed away 

To those that wander as 'to those that stay } 
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But lack of tidings from another clime' 
Bad lent a flagging wing to weary Time. 
They see, they recognise, yet almost.deem 
The present dubious, or the past a' dream. 

fie lives, nor yet is past his manhood's prime. 
Though seared By toil, and something touched by time;^ 
Bis faults, whatever they were, if scarce foi^ot, 
Might be untaught him by his varied lot ; 
Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name 
might yet uphold his patrimonial fame : ^ 

Ri^ soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 
lHo more than pleasure from the stripling wins ; 
And such, if not yet hardened in their course^ 
Might be redeemed, nor ask. a long, remorse > 



And they indeed were changed — 'tis quickly seen 
Whate'er he be, 'twas not what he had been r 
That brow in furrowed lines had fixed at last. 
And spake of passions, but of passion past : 
The pride, but not the fire, of early days. 
Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise; 
A high demeanour, and a glance that took 
Their thoughts from others by a single look ; 
And that sarcastic levity of tongue. 
The stinging of a heart the world hath stung, 
That darts in seeming playfulness around. 
And makes those feel that will not own the wound; 
Alt these seemed his; and something more beneath, 
Th.in glance could well reveaf, or accent breathe. 
Ambition, glory, love, the Common aim, • ■ " ' 
That some can concpier, and that all would ciaiib; ■ 



*t 
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Within his breast appeared no more to strive, 
Yet seemed as lately they had been alive ; 
And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 
At moments lightened o'er his livid face. 

VI. 

Not much he loved long question of the past. 
Nor told of wondrous wilds, and desarts vast, 
In those far lands where he had wandered lone, 
And — as himself would have it seem — unknown : 
Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely scan, 
Nor glean experience fcom his follow man ; 
But what he bad beheld he shunned to show^ 
As hardly worth a stranger's care to know i 
If still more prying such enquiry grevv, 
His brow fell darker, and his words more few. 

VII. 

Not unrejoiced to see him once again, 
Warm was his welcome to the haunts of men ; 
Born of high lineage, linked in high command, 
He mingled with the Magnates of his land ; 
Joined the carousals of the great and gay, . 
And saw them smile or sigh their hours away; 
But still he bnly saw, and did not share 
The common pleasure or the general care; 
He (lid not follow, what ihey all pursued 
With hape^tiir baffled, still to be renewed; 
Nor shadowy Jbonour, qOr substantial gain, ' 
Nor bfauty'* preference, and the rival's pain.: 
Around l>iiti son\e mysterious .circle thrown ■ 
Repelled approach, and showed him .still alone; 
Upon his eye sate something of reproof, 
Tha|;)bept aX least Drivollity alopf ; i . t 
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And things more tfrnid that beheld him near, 
In silence gazed, or whispered mutual fear ; 
And they the wiser, iriendlier few confest 
They deemed him better than his air exprest. 

VIJI. 

'Twas strange^ — ^in youth all action and all life, 
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife; 
Woman — ^thc field — the Ocean — all that gave 
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave, 
In turn he tried — he ransacked all below, 
And found his recompense in joy or woe, 
No tame, trite medium ; for his feelings sodght 
In that iotenseness an escape from thought : 
The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed , 
On that the feebler elements hath raised ; 
The rapture of his heart had looked on high , 
And asked if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 
Chained to excess , the slave of each extreme , 
How woke he from the wildness of that dream ? 
Alas ! he told not — but he did awake 
To curse the withered heart that would not break. 

IX. 

Books , for his volume heretofore was Man , 

With eye more curious he appeared to scan , 

And ohy in sudden mood , for many a day 

From all communion he would start away : 

And then , his rarely called attendants said , 

Through night's long hours would sound his hurried tread 

O'er the dark gallery , where his fathers frowned 

In rude but antique portraiture around : 
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They heard, but whispered — « thai mast not be knoilii« 

« The sound of words less earthly than his own. 

« Yes, they who chose might smile , hut some had s( 

•« They scarce knew what, hut more iban-should havel 

« Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 

M Which hands profdue had gathered from the dtiad, 

« That strll beside liis opened volume lay, 

« As if to startle all save him away? 

w Why slept he not when ethers were at rest? 

« Why heard no music, and received no guest? 

« Al' was not well thry deemed — but where tbewi^Dj 

« Some knew perchance — but 'twere a tale toe long^ 

« And such besides were toa discreetly wise^ 

« To more than hint their knowledge in surmise; 

« Put if »hey woiiKf — they cou^d >• — \roukid the bcNri| 

Thus Lara's vassals prattled of their lord. 

b was the m^t-*-and Lara's glassy stream 

The stars are studding, each with imaged beam : 

So calm, the wafers scarcely seem to stray^ 

And yet fhey glide like happiness away;^ 

Reflecting far and fairy-'like from high 

The immortal hghts that live along the sky r 

Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree. 

And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee ; 

Such in her chaplct infant Dian wove^ 

And Innocence would ofler to her love. 

These deck the shore ; the waves their channel maEe* 

In windings bright and mazy like the snake. 

All was so still, so^ soft in earth and air. 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there ; 

Secure that nought of evil could delight 

To walk in such a scene^ on such a night I 



7as a moment only for the good : 
f^ara deemed, nor longer there he stood, 
torned rnr silence to his castle- gate ; 
h scene his sonf no more could contemplate : 
b scene reminded him of other days, 
kies more cloudless, moons of pnrer bl.ize, 
lights more soft and frequent, hearts that now— • 
—no — th? storm may beat upon his- brow, 
fit — unsparing --but a night like this, 
ight of beauty, mocked sticli breast as his*^ 

XI. 

rnmed within his solitary ha^f, 
his high shadow shot along the waTT ;• 
rre were the painted forms of ottter times, 
as all they left of virtnefs or of crimes, 
Q vague tradition; and the gloomy vaults 
it hid their drrst, their foibles, and their fauhs; 
I half a column of the pompotis page, 
)t speeds the specious tale from age to age;, 
lerc History's pen its praise or blame supplies^ 
i lies like truth, and still most truly lies, 
wandering mused, and as the moonbeam shone 
*ough the dim lattice o*er the floor of stone, 
i the high fretted roof, and saints, that there 
r gothic windows knelt in pictured prayer, 
lected in fantastic figures grew, 
e life, but not like mortal life, to view; 
bristling locks of sable, brow of gloom^ 
d the wide waving of his shaken plume, 
iQced like a speotre's attributes, and gave 
i aspect all' that UrroT gives the grave. 
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XII. ' 

'Twas midnight — all was slumber ; the )oae light 
Dimmed in tlie lamp, as loth to break the night. 
Hark! there be murmurs heard in Lara's hall — 
A sound — a voice — a shriek — a fearful call! 
A long, loud shriek — and silence— did thej hear 
That frantic echo burst the sleeping ear? 
They heard and rose, and tremulously brave 
Rush where the sound invoked their aid to save ; ) 
They come with half-lit tapers in their hands, 
And snatched iu startled haste unbelted brands. 

XIII. 

Cold as the marble where his length, was laid. 
Pale as the beam that o'er his fixtures played^ 
Was Lara stretched; his half dra^n sabre near, 
Dropped it should seem in more than nature's fear; 
Yet he was firm, or had been firm till now, 
And still defiance knit his gathered brow.; 
Thoifgh mixed with teriror, senseless as- he lay^ 
There lived, upon his lip the wish to slay ; 
Some half formed threat in ^utterance .there had died, 
Some imprecation of despairing pride; . 
His eye was almost sealed, but not forsook, 
Even in its trance the gladiator's look, 
That oft awake his aspect could disclose, 
And now was fixed in horrible repose. 
They raise him — bear him ; — 'hush I he breathes, he s[ 
The swarthy blush recolours in his cheeks, 
His lip resumes its red, his eye, though dim. 
Rolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering Jimb 
Recalls its function, but his words are strung 
In terms that seem not of his native tongue ; 
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Kstinct but straoge, enough they understand 
*o deem tliem accents of another land, 
^nd such they wei'c, and meant to meet an ear 
^at hears tbem not — alas! that cannot hear! 

XIV. 

is page approached, and he alone appeared 
> know the import of the words they heard ; 
id, by tbe changes of his cheek and brow, 
(^ were not such as Lara should avow, 
>r he interpret, yet with less 8in*prise 
lan those around their chieftain's state he eyes, 
t Lara's prostrate form he bent beside, 
d in dat tongue which seetedd his own reph'ed, 
d Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 
soothe away tbe horrors of his dream; 
dream it were, that thus could overthrow 
breast that needed not ideal woe. 

XV., ' 

• . ■ 

I 

hate'er hif p}ii?niy dreamed or eye be^ield, 

yet reiBembered ne'er to be revealed, 

sts at his heart : the customed morning came, 

id breathed i^w vigour in.hi^ shaken frame ; 

id solace sought be n one- from pm' est nor Iee^h> 

id 50^0 the saioe in movement and in speech 

. herctofn^^hf ifilled the passing hours, 

)r less h^;tmi}o9f -nor moke' his fovel^ead loum , 

aati thftf e rf^ve yf^nl ; land if the oomii]{g nigb^ . 

ppearad^lMsi^i^m^ndw to Lara's sigl^ty : , 

e to his marvelling vassals showed it not, 

iThose shuddcrirp proved tJieir fear was less forgot. 
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In trcmUing pAirs ( alone they dared not ) ciwrf 
The astonished slaves, and shun the fated hall^ 
The waving h.inuer, and the clapping door, 
I'he rusthng tapestry, and the echoing floor; 
Ihc long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 
The (Lipping bat, the night song of the breeze; 
A ugh I they behold or hear their thought appab. 
As evening saddens o'er the dail |[rcy walls* 

XYI. 

Vain thought ! that hour of nc^er unravelled gloott 

Cante not again, or Lara could assume 

A seeming of forgetfulness, that made 

His vassals more amazed nor less afraid — 

Had memory vanished then with seuse restored} 

Since word, nor look, uor gesture of their lord 

Betrayed a feeling that recalled to theso 

That fevered moment of his mind's disease. 

Was it a dream ? was his the voice that -spoke - 

Those strange wild accents ^ his the cry thit broke 

Their slumber? his the oppressed oVr-laboured keait 

That ceasei) to beat, the look that made them slact! 

Could be who thus bad suffered, so f«>rgef , | 

1^'ben such as saw that suffering sbodder yel9 

Or did that silence prove bis memory Gxed 

Tm> deep for words, indelible, vimiixed 

In that corroding secrecy which gnaws 

The heart to show the eflfert, but not the casK? 

Kot so iu biw; bis breast bad buried both, 

Kor eomuHMn gaiers could discern the growlk 

Of tbott^bts that MNrtal lips must leave balf told; 

Tbej choak ibe lecUe wocds ibat w«qU vIbUL 
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In bim inexplicably mixed appeared 

Much to be loved and bated, sought and feared; 

Opinion varying o*er bis hidden lot^ 

In praise or rading neVr his name forgot; 

Flis silence fi^rmed a (heme for others' prate*- 

They guessed— ibey gazed — they fain would know his fate* 

What had be been? what was be, thus unknown, 

Who walked their world, bis lineage only known? 

A baler of his kind? yet some would say^ 

With thei^ He could seem gay amidst the gay; 

But owned, that smile if oft ob^ierved and near. 

Waned in its mirth and withered to a sneer; 

Ibat smile might reach his lip, but passed not by^ 

None e'er could trace its laughter to bis eye : 

Yet there was softness too in his regard, , 

At times, a heart as not by nature hard, ' -* 

But once perceived , bis spirit seemed to chide 

Such weakness, as unworthy of its pride. 

And steeled itself, as scorning to redeem 

One doubt from others half withheld esteem ; 

In self-inflicted pennnce of a breast 

Wbich tenderness might once have wrung from rest i 

In vigilance of giief that would compel 

Tbe soul to bate for having loved too well. 

XVIII. 

There was in him a vital scorn of all : 

As if the worst bad fall'n which could befall , 

He stood a stranger in this breathing world, 

An erring spint from another burled ; 

A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped 

By choice the perils he by chaace escaped; 
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But 'scaped in vaiu, for in their memory yet 
His mind would half exult and half regret : 
With more capacity for love than earth 
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth, 
His early dreams of good outstripped the truth, 
And troubled manhood followed bafSed youth; 
With thought of years in phantom chase mispeot, 
And wasted powers for better purpose lent; 
And fiery passions that had poured their wrath 
In hurried desolation o'er his path, 
And left the better feelings all at strife 
In wild reflection o'er his stormy life; 
But haughty still, and loth himself to blame. 
He called on Nature's self to share the shame. 
And enlarged all faults upon the fleshly form 
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm ; 
'Till he at last confounded good and ill. 
And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 
Too high fpr common selfishness, he could 
At times resign his own for others' good. 
But not in pitj^ not because he ought, 
But in some strange perversity of thought, 
That swayed him oowai-d vsrith a secret pride 
To do what few or none would do beside ; 
And this same impulse would, in tempting time, 
Mislead his spirit equally to crime ; 
So tDuch he soared bevond, or sunk beneath 
The men with whom he felt condemned.to breathe, 
And longed by good or ill to sepaiate 
Himself from all who shared his mortal state ; 
His mind abhorring this had fixed her throne 
Far from the world, in regions of her own : 
Thus coldly passing-all .that passed below. 
His blood in temperate secniijig xiow would, flow : 
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! happier if it iie'er wilh guilt had glowed, 
t ever in that icy smoothness flowed ! 
s true, with other men their path he walked, 
d like the rest in seeming did and talked, 
r outraged Reason^s rules by flaw oor stait, 

I madness was not of the head, but heart; 
d rarely' wandered in his 'speech, or drew 

i thoughts so fmrth as to offeRd the view. 

XIX, 

ith aQ that chilling mystery oFmien, 
id seeming gladness to remain unseen; 
! had (if 'twere not nature's boon ) an art 
fixing memory on another's heart : 
was not love perchance — ^nor hate — nor augbt 
lat words can image to express the thought; 
It they who saw him did not see in vain, 
id once beheld, would ask of him again : 
id those to whom he spake remembered well, 
id on the wordy, however light, would dwell : 
ne kaeWy nor how, nor why, hut he entwined 
laself perforce around the bearer's mind; 
ere he was stamped, in liking, «r in hate, 
greeted once ; howevek* brief the date 
at friendship, pity, or aversion knew, '■■- 

II there within the inmost thought he grew, 
u could not penetrate his soul, but found, 
spite your wonder, to your own he wound; 
( presence haunted still; and fi'om thchreast 
forced an all-unwilling interest : > .' = 
iin wai tbjB struggle in that mental net, 
s spirit seemed to dare you to forget! ' 
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XX. 

There is a festival, where knights and dames, 
And aught that wealth or lofty lineage claimi 
Appear — a highborn and a weleoojbe guest 
To Otho's hall came Lara with the rest. 
The long cai'onsal shakes the illiunijied hall. 
Well speeds alike the han()tiet and the ball ; 
And the gay dance of bounding Beauty's train 
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain : 
Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle there in well according bands ; 
It is a sight the careful brow might smoothe, 
And make Age smile, ^nd dream itself to youth. 
And Youth forget such hour was past on earth. 
So springs the e^^ulting bosom to that mirth ! 

XXL 

And Lara gazed on these, sedately glad. 
His brow beUed him if his soul was sad; 
And his glance followed fast each fiuttenbg fw, 
Whose steps of lightness .woke no echo thenej 
He leaned, against the. lofty pill^ nigh* 
Wi >h folded arjns . and huig. attenUre. ey«, 
I?or marked a ,glaQce so sternly fixed on his, 
111 brooked high Lara semtiny like this ; 
At length he caught it, 'tis a. face unknown, 
But seems as searching his, and. his, alone;. 
Prying and dark, a stranger's by his miep. 
Who still till now had gazed on him unseea; 
At length encountering meets the mutual gaze; 
Of keen enquiry^ and. of: mute amaze *, . 
On Lara's glance emotion gathering grew, 
As if distrusting that the stranger threw; 
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i Mranger's aspect fixed and stern , 

aore than thence the vulgar eye ^oold learn. 

xxn. 

! » the stranger eried, and those that heard, 
fast and far the whispered word. 
! ».—.« 'Xis who! » they question far and near, 
3r accents rung on Lara's ear ; 
' spread, few hosoms well could brook 
ral marvel, or that single look ; 
stirred not, changed not, the surprise 
ng at first to his arrested eyes 
ow subsided, neither sunk nor Mised 
lis eye round, though still the stranger gazed ; 
ring nigh, exclaimed, with iiaughty sneer, 
— how came he thence? — what doth he here?" 

XXIIT. 

>o mnch for Lara to pass by 
tion, so repeated fierce and high ; 
I collected, but withf accent cokl, 
llj firm than petulantly boldy 
I, and met the inquisitorial tone— - 
ne is Lara !->— when thine own is known^ 
not my fitting answer to requite 
(looked for conrtesy of such a knight, 
ra I-^fuhher wonidst thou mark or ask ? 
no question,.and I wear no mask. » 

hnn^^t no/qnestion! Pondcr^is there none 
•art must answer, though thine ear would shun ? 
letli^dt thou me unknown too? Gaze again! 
t 'Hiy memory was not given in vain« 
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« Oh ! never canst thou cancel half her debt, 

« Eternity forbids thee to forget. » 

With slow and searching glance upon his face 

Grew Lara's eyes, but nothing there could trace 

They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 

Fie deigned no answer, but his head he shook 9 

And h^lf contemptuous turned to pass away; 

But the stern stranger motioned him to stay. 

u A word ! — I charge thee stay, and answer here 

« To one, who, wert thou noble, were thy peer, 

« But as thou wast and a^rt-^nay, frown not, lord, 

« If false, 'tis easy to disprove the word — 

u But, as thou wast and art, on thee looks down, 

u Distrusts thy siniles, but shakes not at thy frowo. 

« Art thou not he ? whose deeds — » 

« Whate'er I Ih 
« Words wild as these, accusers like to thee 
u I list no further ; those ^vilb whom they weigh 
u May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
(« The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 
<( Which thus begins so courteously and well: 
tt Let Otho cherish here his polished ^est, - 
It To liim my thanks and thoughts shall be exprest. m 
And here their wondering host hath interposed — r 
« Whate'er there be between- you uuduiclbscd, ' > 
<t This is no time nor fitting place to 'mar 
« The mirthful meeting with a. wordy war, 1 ; ^ 
d If thou, Sir Ezzelin, hast ought to ^ow ' 
tt Which it befits Count Lara's ear to kuow, » '"'- 
« To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best 
f( Beseem your mutual judgment, ^peak tbe<r(^$tj ! ' 
It I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, 
u Though like Count Lara now returned .alone 
« From oiher lands, almost a stranger grown; 
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Abd if from Lara^s blood and gentle birth 
; I augur right of courage and of 'worth, 

He will not that untainted line belie, 
I Nor aught that knighthood may accord^ deny. » 

I To-morrow be it, » Ezzelin replied, 

I And here our several worth and truth be tried ; 

I 1 gage my life, my falchion to attest 

I My words, so may I mingle with the blest ! » 

Yhat answers Lara? to its centre shrunk 

lis soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk ; 

The words of many, and the eyes of all 

That there were gathered, seemed on him to fall; 

^ut his were silent, his appeared to stray 

'n far forgetful ness away— away — 

Vlas! that heedlessness of all around 

3espoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 

« To-morrow I — ay, to-morrow! »> further word 

riian those repeated none from Lara heard ; 

Upon his brow no outward passion spoke,' 

Prom his large eye no flashing anger broke ; 

Yet there was something 'fixed in that low tone, 

Which showed resolve, determined, though unknown. 

He seized his oloak— ^his head he slightly bowed, 

And passing Ezzelin, he left the crowd; 

And, as he passed him, smiling met the frown 

With which that chieftain's brow would bear him down: 

U was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride 

that curbs ta scorn the wrath it cannot hide ; 

^Qt that of one in his own heart secure 

^t all that he would do, or cotild endare« 



Could tliis ooean peace ? the calmness of ibe ^ood? 
Or guilt growa old in desperate hardihood? * 

Alas ! too like in confidence are each > 
For man to tru6t to mortal look or speech ; 
From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to IearQ^ 

XXV. 

And Lara called his page, and W£nt his way — 
Well could that stripling word or sign obey ; 
His only follower from those climes afar, 
Where the sou] glows beneath a brighter star; 
For Lara left the shore from whence he sprux^^ 
In duty patient and sedate though young j 
Silent as him he served, his faith appears 
Above his station, and beyond his years. 
Though not unknown the tongue of Lara's land. 
In such from him he rarely heard command; 
But fleet his step and clear his tones would come. 
When Lara's lip breathed forth the words of home ? 
Those accents as his native mountains dear. 
Awake their absent echoes in his ear. 
Friends', kindreds', parents', wanted voice recall , 
Jfow lost, abjured, for one-i-:!^ friend, bis all t 
For him earth now disclosed no other guide; 
What marvel the^ he rarely left his side? 

XXVL 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 

That brow whereon his native sun had safe, 

But had not marred, though, in his beams he grew. 

The cheek where oft the tinkidden Uosk ahoQe^llurou|h| 
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Vet not snch Uash as mounts wlien health vroxAi show 

All the heart's hue in that delighted glow; 

But *twa$ a hectic tint of secret care 

That for a burning moment fevered there; 

And the wild sparkle of his eye seemed caught 

From high, and lightened with electric thought, 

Though its black orb those long low lashes fringe , 

Had tempered with a melancholy tinge; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there, 

Or if 'twere grief, a gnef that none should shafe : 

And pleased not him the sports that please his age. 

The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page, 

For hours on Lara he would fix his glance, 

As all foi^tten in that watchful tl*ance ; 

And from his chief withdrawn, he wandered lone, 

Brief were his answers, and his questions none; 

His walk the Wood, his sport some foreign book; 

His resting-place the bank that curbs the brook : 

He seemed, Kke him he served, to live apart 

From all that lures the eye, and fills the heart; 

To know no brotherhood, and take from earth 

No gift beyond that bitter boon — our birth. 

XXVII. 

If aught he loved, 'twas Lara ; but Was shown 

His faith in reverence and in deeds alone; 

In mute attention ; and his care, which guessed 

Each wish, fulfilled it ere the tongue expressed. 

Still there was haughtiness in all he did, 

A spirit deep that brooked not to be chid ; 

His zeal, though more than that of servile hands, 

In act alone obeys, his air commands ; 

As if 'twas Lara's less than his desire 

That thus he sefved, bttt surely not fb^ hire. 
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Siigiit were the tasks enjoined Ihta by his lorj^ 

To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword ; 

To tune his lute, or if he willed it more, 

On tomes of other times and tongues to pore; 

But ne*er to mingle with the menial train, 

To whom he showed nor deference nor disdain. 

But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 

1*^0 sympathy with that familiar crew : 

His son), whatever his statiou or his stem^ 

Could bow to Lara, not descend to them. 

Of higher birth' he seemed, and better days^ 

Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays, 

So femininely white it might bespeak 

Another sex, when matched with that smooth cheek, 

But for hi£ garb, and something in his gaze, 

More wild and high than woman's eye betrays ', 

A latent fierceness that far more became 

His fiery climate than his tender frame : 

True, in his words it broke not from his breast. 

But from his aspect might be more than guest* 

Kaled his name, though rumour said he bore 

Another ere he left his mountain-shore). 

For sometimes he would hear, however nigh, 

That name repeated loud without reply, 

As unfamiliar, or^ if roused again. 

Start to the sound, as but remembered then ; 

Unless 'twas Lara's wonted voice that spake, 

For then, ear, eye^, and heart would all awake. 

xxviir: " 

He had looked down upon the festive hall, 
And marked that sudden strife so marked of all; 
And when the crowd around and near him told 
Their wonder at the calmness of the bold. 
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heir marvel how the high-born Lara bore 

uch iQsalt from a stranger, doably sore, 

he coloar of young Kaled went and came, 

he lip of ashes, and the cheek of Oame; 

nd o'er his brow the dampening heart->drops threw 

he sickening iciness of that cold dew, 

hat rises as the busy bosom sinks 

/ith heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 

es— there be things that we must dream and dare, 

nd execute ere thought be half aware: 

Hiate'er might Kaled's be, it was enow 

seal his lip, but agonise his brow. 

e gazed on JBIzzelin till Lara cast 

hat sidelong smile upon the knight he past ; 

i^heo Kaled saw that smile his visage fell, 

s if on something recognized right well ; 

lis memory read in such a meaning more 

'ban Lara's aspect unto others wore : 

orward he sprung — a moment, both were •gone, 

ind all within that hall seemed left alone ; 

^ch had so fixed his eye on Lara's mien, 

ill had so mixed their feelings with that sceue, 

'hat when his long dark shadow through the porch 

io more relieves the glare of yon high torch, 

Lach pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 

To bound as doubting from too black a dream, 

>ttch as we know is false, yet diead in sooth, 

Secaiise the worst is ever nearest truth. 

^nd they are gone — but Ezzelin is there, 

V^ith thoughtful visage and imperious air ; 

But long remained not ; ere an hour expired 

He waved his hand to Otho, and retired. 
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XXIX. 

The crowd are gone, the revellers at rest ; 
The courteous host, and all-approying guest^ 
Again to that accustomed couch must creep 
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep, 
And man o'er-laboured with his being's strife^ 
Shrinks to that sweet fbrgetfulness of life : 
There lie love's feverish hope, and cunning's giule„ 
Hate's working brain, and lulled ambition's wile; 
O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinions wave, 
And quenched existence crouches in a grave. 
What better name may slumber's bed become 7 
Night's sepulchre, the universal home, 
Whercf weakness, strength, vice, virtue, sunk ^piM^ 
Alike In naked helplesmess recline; 
Glad for a vsrhile to heave unconscious breath, . 
Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of death, 
And shun, though day but dawn on ills increasl^ 
That sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams the IcanC 
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NiGBT wanes — the vapours round tfie mountains curled 

Melt into mord, and Light awakes the world. 

Man has another day to swell the past, 

And leadliim near to little, hat his last ; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth. 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, 

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream. 

Immortal man ! behold her glories shine, 

And cry, exulting inly, « they are thine ! » 

Gaze on^ while yet thy gladdened eye may ^ee ; 

A morrow comes when they are not for thee : 

And grieye what may above thy senseless bier, 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 

Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fad, 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, for all ; 

But creeping things shall revel ia their spoil, 

And fit diy clay to fertilize the soil. 

n. 

'Tis morn^— 'tis nopn— assembled in the haQ, 
The gathered d^ieftains ccoue'lo Otho*^ call j 



] 56 LARA. 

'Tis now tlie promised Iiour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Lara's future fame ; 
When Ezzeliu his charge may here unfold. 
And whatsoe'er the tale, it must he told 
His faith was pledged, and Lara's promise given, 
To meet it in the eye of man and heaven. 
Why comes he not? Such truths to he divulged, 
Methinks the accuser's rest is long indulged. 

IIL 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there, 
.With self-confiding, coldly patient air ; 
' Why comes not Ezzelin ? The hour is past. 
And murmurs rise, and Otho's hrow's o'ercast. 
« I know my friend ! his faith I cannot fear,. 
« If yet he he on ^arth, expect him here ; 
M The roof that held him in the valley stands 
« Between my own and nohle Lara's lands ; 
« My halts froim such a guest had honour gained, 
« Nor had Sir Ezzelin his host disdained, 
• But that same previous proof forbade his stay, 
« And urged him to prepare against to-day; 
« The word I pledged for his 1 pledge again, 
« Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain. » 
He ceased — and Lara answered, « I am here 
m To lend' at thy demand a listening ear; 
« To tales of evil from a stranger's tongue, 
n Whose words already might my heart have wnmgy 
« But ihat I deemed him scarcely less than mad, 
m Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 
n I know him not — but me it seems he knew 
« 111 lauds where — but I must not trifle too : 
•« Produce this babbler — or redeem the pledge ; 
« Here in thy hold, aild with thy falchion's edge. » ' 
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oud Otho on tlie iDStant, reddenJDg, threw 

is gloye oa earth, and forth his sabre flew. 

The last alternative befits me best. 

And thus I answer for mine absent guest. » 

/ith cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom, 

owever near his own or other's tomb ; 

i^ith hand, whose almost careless coolness spoke, 

ts p'asp well-osed to deal the sabre-stroke; 

iTith eye, though calm, determined not to spare, 

id Lara too his willing weapoti bare. 

1 vain the circling chieftains round them closed, 

or Othys phrenzy would not be opposed ; 

nd from his lip those words of insult fell — 

[is sword is good who can maintain them well. 

IV. 

bort was the conflict ; furious, blindly rash, 
ain Otho gave his bosom to the gash : 
e bledy.and fell; but not with deadly wound, 
tretched by a dextrous sleight along the ground. 
Demand thy life! » He answered not : and then 
rom that red floor he ne*er had risen again, 
or Lara's brow upon the moment grew 
Imost to blackness in its demon hue ; 
nd fiercer shook hi^ angry falchion now 
han when his foe's was levelled at his brow ; 
hen all was stern collecteduess and art, 
ow.rose the unleavened hatred of his heart ; 
9 little spanng to the foe he felled, 
hat when the approaching crowd his arm withheld^ 
e almost turned the thirsty point on those, 
i^ho thus for mercy dared to iuterpose ; 
ut to a inomenl's thought that purpose bent y 
et looked b^ 00 him still with eye inteuty 
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As if he loathed the ineffectual sirife 
That left a foe, howe'er o'erthrown, with life ; 
As if to search how far the wound he gave 
Had seat his victim oaward to his grave. 

V. 

They raised the bleeding Qtho, and the leech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech; 
The^bthers met within a neighbouring half. 
And he, incensed and heedless of them ally 
The cause and conqueror in this sudden iray, 
In haughty silence slowly strode away ; 
He backed his steed, his homeward path he toolc, 
Nor cast on Otho*s towers a single look. 

VI. 

But where was he? that meteor of a night, 
Who menaced but to disappear with light ? 
Where was this Ezzelin ? who came and went 
To leave no other trace of his intent. 
He left the dome of Otho long ere morn, 
In darkness, yet so well the path was worn 
He could not miss it : near his dwelling lay ; 
But there he was not, and with coming day 
Came £ast enquiry, which unfolded nought 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 
A chamber tcnantless, a steed at rest, 
His host alarmed, bis murmuring squires distresf : 
Their search extends along, around the path, 
Ja dread to meet the marks of prowlers' wralh : 
But none are there, and not a brake hath borne, 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle tbrn^' 
Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass, 
Which still retains a mark wh^re mitfder wa»; 
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bliog fisgtrs left to tell the ule, 
sr [uint of each convulsive nail, 
gooized handc that cease to guard, 
in that paag the smoothoess of the sward. 
sh had been, if here a life was reft, 
3 were not ; and doubting hope is left ; 
nge suspicion whispering Lara's name, 
ly mutters o'er his blackened fame ; 
3den silent when his form appeared^ 
16 a])8ence of the thing it feared 
I wonted wandering to renew, 
conjecture with a darker hue. 

vn. 

[ along, and Otho's wounds are healed, 
Us pride ; and hate no nu)re concealed : 
a man of power, and Lara's foe, 
id of all who sought to work him woe, 
1 his country's justice now demands 

of Ezzelin at Lara's hands, 
e than Lara could have cause to fear 
ence ? who had made him disappear, 
e man on whom his menaced charge 

too deeply were he left at large ? 
eral rumour ignorautly loud, 
ilery dearest to the curious crowd; 
ning friendlessness of him who strove 
no confidence, and wake nO love ; 
leping fierceness which his soul betrayed, 
I with which he wielded his keen blade ; 
lad his arm unwarlike caught that art? 
lad that fierceness grown upon his heart? 
as not the blind capricious rage 
can kindle and a word assuage j 
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But the deep working of a soul nnmixed 
With aught of pity where its wrath had fixed ; 
Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that's merciless : 
These, linked with that desire which ever sways 
Mankind, the rather to condemn than praise, 
'Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storm, 
Such as himself might fear, and foes would form. 
And he must answer for the absent head 
Of one that haunts him still, aiive or dead. 

VIII. 

Within that land was many a malcontent, 

Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent ; 

That soil full many a* wringing despot saw, 

Who worked his wantonness in form of law ; 

Long war without and frequent broil withia 

Had made a path for blood and giant sin, 

That waited but a signal to begin 

Kew havock, such as civil discord blends, 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends ; 

Fixed in his feudal fortress each was lord. 

In word and deed obeyed, in soul abhorred. 

Thus Lara had inherited his lands. 

And v/ith them pining hearts and sluggish hands } 

But that long absence from his native clime 

Had left him stainless of oppression's crime, 

And now diverted by his milder sway, 

All dread by slow degrees had worn away : 

The menials felt their usual awe atone, 

But more for him than them that fear was grown ; 

They deemed him now unhappy, though at first 

Their evil judgment augured o£ the worst, 



Lud each long restless night, and silent mood> 

Vas traced to sickness, fed by solitude : 

Lnd though his lonely habits threw of fate 

vloom o*er his chamber, cheerful was his gate ; 

•"or thence the wretched ne'er^un soothed withdrew, 

^or them, at least, his soul compassion knew. 

]old to the great, contemptuous to the high, 

The humble parsed not his unheeding eye ; 

duch he would speak not, but beneath his roof 

rhey found asylum oft, and ne'er reproof. 

Lnd they who watched might mark that day by day, 

iomc new retainers gathered to his sway ; 

\uX most of late, since Ezzelin was lost, 

le played the courteous lord and bounteous host : 

^erchance his strife with Otho made him dread 

iome snare prepared for his obnoxious head; 

Vhate'er his view, his favour more obtains 

Vith these, the people, than his fellow thanes. 

f this were policy, so far 'twas sound, 

The million judged but of him as they found ; 

'*rom him by sterner, chiefs to exile driven ', 

ihey but required a shelter, and 'twas given. 

ly him no peasant mourned his rifled cot, 

md scarce the serf could murmur o'er his lot ; 

Vith him old avarice found its hoard secure, 

Vith him contempt forbore to mock the poor ; 

oath, present cheer, and promised recompense 

detained, till all too late to part from thence : 

hate he offered, with the coming change, 

"he deep reversion of delayed revenge ; 

love, long baffled by the unequal match, 

he well-won charms success was sure to snatch. 

11 now was ripe, he waits but to proclaim 

'hat slavery nothing which was still a name. 
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The moment came, the hour when Otho thought 

Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 

His summons found the destined criminal 

Begirt hy thousands in his swarming hall, 

Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven, 

Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he had freed the soil-bound slaves 

Who dig no land for tyrants but their graves ! 

Such is their cry — some watchword for the fight 

Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right: 

Religion— freedom — ^vengeance — what you will, 

A word's enough to raise mankind to kill ; 

Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread, 

That guilt may reign, and wolves and worms be fed 

IX. 

Throughout that clime the feudal chiefs had gained 
Such sway, their infant monarch hardly reigned ; 
Kor was the hour for faction's rebel growth, 
The serfs contemned the one, and hated both : 
They waited but a leader, and they found 
One to their cause inseparably bound ; 
By circumstance compelled to plunge again, 
In self-defence, amidst the strife of men. 
Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birth and nature meant hot for his foes, . 
Ha4 Lara from that night, to him accurst. 
Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst: 
Some reason urged, whatever it was, to shun 
Enquiry into deeds at distance done ; 
By mingling with his own the cause of aH, 
E'en if he failed, he still delayed his fall. 
The sullen calm that long his bosom kept. 
The storm that ofice had spent itself and slept^ 
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oused by events that seemed foredoomed to urge 

is glo;omy fortunes to their utmost verge, 

urst forth, and made him all he once had been, 

nd is again ; he only changed the scene. 

ight care had he for life, and less for fame, 

ut not less fitted for the desperate game : 

e deemed himself marked out for -other's hate, 

nd mocked at ruin so they shared his fate. 

Vhski cared he for the freedom of the crowd } 

\e raised tl^e humble but to bend the proud. 

;e had hoped quiet in his sullen lair, 

ut man and destiny beset him there : 

Qured to huuters he was found at bay, 

.nd they must kill, they cannot snare the prey. 

tern, unambitious, silent, he had been 

lenceforth a calm spectator of life's scene ; 

tut dragged again upon the arena, stood 

L leader not unequal to the feud ; 

D voice-— mien— gesture — savage nature spoke^ 

Lod from his eye the gladiator broke. 

X. 

Vhat boots the oftnrepeated tale of strife, 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life ? 

Che varying fortune of each separate field, 

Hie fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield 7 

'he smoking ruin, and the crumbled waU ? 

1 this the struggle was the same with all; 

ave that distempered passions lent their force 

1 bitterness that banished all remorse. 

lone sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vaiD, 

he captive died upon the faattle^slain : 

1 cither cause, one rage alone 1>osseit 

'he empire, of the alteruatft victor's hroaat ; 
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And they that smote for freedom or for sway^ 

Deemed few were slain, >^'hilc more remained to sla] 

It was too late to check the wasting brand , 

And desolation reaped the famished land ; 

The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread^ 

And carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 

XL 

Fresb with the nerve the new-^born impulse struDg) 

The Hrst success to Lara's numbers clung : 

But that vain victory hath ruined all, 

They form no longer to their leader^s call ; 

In blind confusion on the foe they press, 

And think to snatch is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the thirst of hate, : 

Lure on the broken biigands to their fate $ 

In vain he doth whatever a chief may do, 

To check the headlong fury of that crew; 

In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame. 

The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame ; . 

The wary foe alone hath turned their mood. 

And shown their rashness to that erring brood: 

The feigned retreat, the nightly ambuscade. 

The daily harass, and the fight delayed. 

The long privation of the hoped supply. 

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky, 

The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer's art, 

And palls the patience of his batfied heart. 

Of these they had not deemed : the battle-day 

They could encounter as a veteran may ; 

But more preferred the fury of the strife. 

And present death to hourly suffering life : 

And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 

His numbers Melting fast from their array ; 
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tteinp<!rdte triumpb fad^s Xq discontent, 
nd Lara's soul alone seems still unbent : 
ut few remain to aid his yoice and Land, 
nd thousands dwindled to a scanty band: 
desperate, though few, the fast and best remained 
'o nioum the discipline they late disdained, 
^ne hope survives, the frontier is not far, 
.nd thence tbey may escape from native war; 
kud bear within them to the neighbouring state 
lU exile's sorrows, or an outlaw's hate: 
lard is the task their father land to quit^ 
^ut harder stHlto perish or submit. 

XII. 

ft is resolved — they march — consenting Night 
juides with her star th^ir dim and torchlcss flighty 
t^lready they perceiye its tranquil beam 
Sleep on the surface of die barrier stream; 
Uready they descry — Is yon the banK ? 
^way ! 'tis lined with many a hostile rank. 
Utum or fly I — What glitters in the rear? 
Tis Otho's banner — the pursuer's spear ! 
^re those the shepherd's iires upon the height? 
las ! they blaze too widely for the flight ; 
!ut off from hope, and compassed in the toil, 
•ess biood perchance bath bought a richer spoil ! 

xm. 

«. moment'^ pKuse, 'tis ha^ to breathe their bandv 
^r shall they oa^^^pl pre^s, pr here withstand? 
^ matters, [ktle*-«4f they charge the. foes . . , 

^bo bv the Lord^-i^tieam th^r march opposey. . 
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Some few, perchance, may break and pass the line, 
However linked to baffle such design. 
« The charge be ours! to wait for their assault 
tt Were fate well worthy of a coward's halt. i» 
Forth flies each sabre, reined is every steed, 
And the next word shall scarce outstrip the deed : 
In the next tone of Lara's gathering breath 
How many shall but hearrthe voice of death ! 

XIV. 

His blade is bared, ib him; thei^ is an air 

As deep, but far too tranquil for despair; 

A something of indifference more than then 

Becomes the bravest, if they feel for men — 

He turned his eye on Kaled, ever near, 

And still too faithful to betray one fear ; 

Perchance Hwas but'the moon's dim twilight threw 

Along his aspect an unwonted hue 

Of mournful paleness, whose deep tint exprest 

The truth, and not the terror of his breast. 

This Lara marked, and laid his hand on his : 

It trembled not in such an hour as this ; 

His lip was silent, scarcely beat his heart, 

His eye alone proclaimed, « W^ wiH ux>t part !: 

tf Thy band may perish, or thy friends niay fl^e;, 

4c Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee ! ^ 

The word hath passed his Iip&, and onward driven, 
Pours the linked band through ranks asunder riven 
Well has each steed obeyed the armed heief, ' 

And flash the scimitars', and rings the'fiee^; 
Outnumbered not ouAraved, they sftH oppolse^ 
Despair td daring, and-ir froial to foes ; ' . i 
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[id blood is mingled with the dashing stream, 
rhich rans all redly till the moruing beam. - 

XV. 

ommandiDg, aiding, animating aH, 

Hiere foe appeared to press, or friend to fall, 

been Lara's Toice, and waves or strikes his steel, 

ispiring hope, himself had ceased to feel. 

one fled, for well they knew that flight were Tain , 

nt those that waver turn to smite again, 

Vhile yet they find the firmest of the foe 

Lecoil before their leader's look and blow : 

fow girt vrith nmnbers, now almost alone, 

le foik their ranks, or reunites his own ^ 

limself be ^ared not — once they seemed to fly--^ 

9ow was the time, he waved his hand on high, 

knd shook — ^wfay sudden droops that plumed crest? 

rhe shaft is sped — ^tke arrow's in his breast I 

That fatal gesture left the unguarded side, 

And Death hath stricken down yon arm of pnde# 

The word of triumph fainted from his tongue ; 

That band, so raised, how droopingly it bung ! 

tot yet the sword instinctively retains, 

Thougb from its fellow shrink the falling reins, 

These Kaled snatches : dizzy with the blow, 

And scnselesa bending o'er his saddlebow, 

^erceiveB not Lara that his anxious page 

^guiles bis charger from the combat's rage : 

Meantime his followers charge, and charge again ; 

f 00 mixed the slayers now to heed the slain ! 

XVL 

^ay glimmers on the dying and tbe dead, 
^be cloyen cuirass, and tb^ bebniess bead ; 
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The war-borse masterless is on tbe earth, 
And that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth ; 
And near yet quivering with what life remained, 
The heel that urged him and the hand that reined ; 
And some too near tbat rolling torrent lie, 
Whose waters mock the lip of those that die \ 
That panting thirst which scorches in the breath 
Of those that die tbe soldier's fiery death. 
In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 
One drop — the last — to cool it for the grave; 
AVith feeble and convulsive effort swept, 
'J heir limbs along tbe crimsoned turf have crept ; 
The faint remains of life such stniggles waste, 
Fut yet they reach tbe stream, and bend to tastes 
'I hey feel its freshness, and almost partake — 
Why pause ? No further thirst have they to slake— 
It is unquenched, and yet they feel it not; 
It was an agony— but now forgot ! 

XVI L 

Beneath a lisie, remoter from the scene, 

Where hut for him that stiife had never been^ 

A breathing but devoted warrior lay : 

'Twas Lara bleeding fast from life away. 

His follower once, and now his only guide, 

Kneels Kaled watchful o^er his swelling side, 

And with his scarf would staunch the tides that nuii| 

With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 

And then, as his faint breathing waxes low, 

In feebler, not less fatal tricklings flow : 

He scarce can speak, but motions him 'tis vain, 

And merely adds another throb to pain. 

He clasps the hand that pang which would assuage. 

And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page 
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Who DOtliing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees, 
Saye that damp brow which rests upon his knees ; 
Save thai pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 
Hdd all the light that shone on earth lor him. 

XVIII. 

The foe arrires, who long had searched the field. 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield ; 
Tliey would remove him, but they see 'twere vain, 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 
That rose to reconcile him with his fate, 
And that escape to death from living hate : 
And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 
Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed, 
And questions of lis state ; he answers not, 
Scarce glances on "him as on one forgot. 
And turns to Kaled :-*each remaining word, 
They understood not, if distinctly heard j 
His dying tones are in that odier tongue. 
To which some strange remembrance wildly clung. 
They spake of other scenes, but what — is known 
To Kaled, whom their meaning reached alone ; 
And he replied, though faintly, to their sound. 
While gazed the rest in dumb amazement round : 
They aeemed even then-T^that twain — unto the last ' 
To half forget the present in the past; 
To share between themselves some separate fate, 
Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

XIX. 
llieir words though faint were many— from the tone 
their import those who heard could judge alone ; 
^rom this, you might have deemed young Kaled's death 
If ore near than Lara's by his voice and breath, 

8 
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So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 
The accents his scarce-moving pale lips qM)kc ; 
But Lara's voice though low, at first was clear 
And calm, till murmming death gasped hoarsely nea 
£ut from his visage little could we guess, 
So unrepentant, dark, and passionless, 
Save that when struggling nearer to his last, 
Upon that page his eye was kindly oast; 
And once as Kaled*s answering accents ceast, 
Bose Lara's hand, and pointed to the East: 
Whether (as then the breaking son from high 
Rolled back the clouds) the morrow caught his eye, 
Or that 'twas chance, or some remembered scene 
That raised his arm to point where such had been 
Scarce Kaled seemed to know, but turned away. 
As if his heart aUiorred that coming day. 
And shrunk his glance before that morning light. 
To look on Lara's brow — where all grew night 
Yet sense seemed left, Aoogh belter were its. loss; 
For when one near displayed the absolvtiig cross, 
And proffered to his touch the holy bead. 
Of which his parting sool might own the need, 
He looked upon it with an eye pro£ine, 
And smiled — ^Heaven pardon! if 'twere with 
And Kaled, though he ^poke^ot, nor withdrew 
From Lara's face hb fixed despairing view, 
With brow repulsive, and with gesture Mtft, 
Flung back the hand ^hich held the sacfied gifit. 
As if such but disturbed the expiring man, 
Nor seemed to know his life but then began, 
That life of Immortality, secure 
To none> save them whose faith in Christ is sure. 
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XX. 

^ut gasping heaved the breath that Lara drew^ 

Lnd dull the fUm along bis dim eye grew ; 

lis limbs stretched fluttering, and his head drooped o'ef 

rhe weak yet still untiring knee that bore ; 

3e pressed the hand he held upon his heart<— 

[t beats no more , but Kaled will not part 

l^ith the cold grasp, but feels, apd feels in vain^ 

Por that faint throb which answers not again. 

B« It beats! »— Away, thou dreamer! he is gone— ^ 

It once was Lara which thpu look'st upon. 

XXI. 

Be gazed, as if not yet had passed away 
3he haughty spirit of that humble clay ; 
And those aroond haye roused him firom his trance, 
But cannot tear from thence his fixed glance ; 
^d when in raising him from where he bore 
"yrilhin his arms the form Aat felt no more, 
Be saw the head his breast would still sustain, 
AoU down like earth to earth upon the plain ; 
Be did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 
^e glossy tendrils of his rayen hair, 
Sot strove to stand and gaze, but reeled and fell, 
Auirce breathipg.niore than that be loved so well, 
^an that.Atf loye^I.Oh! never yet beneaith 
^e h^ast of man $ujq|i trusty love nitay breathy! 
^at trying ^mjoipent.h^th at opoe reyesded 
*he secret long and yet but half concealed; 
'^ baring to revive that lifeless breast^ 
^^ grief seemed ended, bpt the sex confest> 
^Dd life returned, and Kaled felt no shame-*- 
'Vhat now to h^r was Womanhood or Faipe ? 
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XXII. 

■ f 

And Fjara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 
But where he died his grave was dug as deep, 
r^or is his mortal slumber less profouDd, 
Though priest nor blessed, nor marble decked the 
And he was mourned by one whose quiet grief, 
Less loud, outlasts a people's for their chief. 
Vain was all question asked her of the past, 
And vain e*en menace— silent to the last ; 
She told nor whence, nor why she left behind 
Her all for one who seemed but little kind. 
Why did she love him ? Curious fool !— be still- 
Is human love the grovnh of human will ? 
To her he might be gentleness ; the stern 
Have deeper thoughts. than your dull eyes discern, f 
And when they love^your smilers guess not how 
Beats the strong heart, though less the lips avow. ; 
They were npt common links,, that formed the dudi 
That bound to Lara Kaled's heart and brain; 
But that wild tale she brooked not to unfold, i 

And sealed is how each b'p that could have toId« !! 

' xxin. 

They laid him in the earth, and on his breast, 

Besides the wonnd that sent bis soul to rest, 

■■ "1 
They found the scattered dints of many a scar, ' 

Which were not planted there in recent war ; 

Where'er had passed his summer years of life. 

It seems they vanished in a land of strife; 

But all unknown his glory or his guilt, 

These only told that somewhere blood was spilt. 

And Ezzelin, who might have spoke the past. 

Returned no more— that night appeared his last 
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XXIV. 



Upon that night (a peasant's is the talc) 

A serf I that crossed the intervening vale^ 

When Cynthia's light almost gave v^ay to morn, 

And nearly veHed in mist her waning horn ; 

A serf, that rose hetimes to thread tbe wood,' 

And hew the bough that hought his children's food, 

Passed by the river that divides the plain 

Of Otholi lands and Lara's broad domain : 

He heard a tramp— a horse and horseman broke 

From ont the wood — Before him was a cloak 

^rapt ronndf some burthen at his saddle bow^ 

Bent was his head, and hidded was his brow. 

Roused by the sudden sight at such a time, 

And some foreboding that it might be crime, 

Himself anheeded watched the stranger's course^ 

Who reached the river, bounded from his horsie, 

And lifting thence the burthen which he bore,. 

Heaved up the bank, and dashed it from the shore, 

Then paused, and looked, and turned and seemed to watch, 

And still another hurried glance would snatch, 

And follow vdth his step the stream that flowed, 

As if even yet too much its surface showed i 

At once he started, stooped, around him strown: 

The winter floods had scattered heaps of stone ; 

Of thes6 the heaviest thence he gathered there, 

And slang them with a more than common qarc. 

Meantime the serf had. crept to where unseen 

Himself might safely mark what this might mean; 

He caught a glimpse, as of a fToating breast, 

And something glittered starlike on the vest, 
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£ot ere he well could mark the buoyant tronk, 

A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk : 

It rose agaia but indistinct to view. 

And IcTt the waters of a purple hu^, 

Then deeply disappeared : the horseman gazed 

Till ebbed the latest eddy it had raised ; 

Then turning, Vaulted on bis pawing steed, 

And instant spurred him into panting speed. 

His face was masked-*— the features 6( the dead^ 

If dead it were, (Scaped the obserrer^s driea^;* 

But if in sooth a star its bosom bore, 

Such is th^ badge that knighthood ev^r wore, 

And such 'tis inowQ Sir Ezzelin bad worn 

Upon the night that led to such a morn. 

]f thus he perished, Ueaven receive bis soul ! ■ 

His undiscovered limbs to Oc0dn roll ; 

And charity upon the hope would dwell 

It was not Lara's hand by which he fell. 

XXV. • 

And Raled — Lara^^Ezzelin, are gone, 
Alike without their monumental stone ! 
The first, all efforts vainly strove to wean 
From lingering where her chieftain's blood had her 
Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 
Her tears were few, her wailing never loud ; 
But furious would you tear her from the spot 
Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 
Iler eye shot forth with all the living fire 
1 hat haunts the tigress in her whelplcss ire^ 
But left to waste her weary moments there, 
Slic talked all idly unto shapes of air, 
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Such as the busy brain of sorrow paints, 
And woos to listen to her fond complaints : 
And she would sit beneath the very tree 
Where lay his drooping head upon her knee ; 
And in that posture where she saw him fall. 
His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall ; 
And the had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 
And oft would snatch it from her bosom there, 
And fold, and press it gently to the gronnd, 
As if she staunched anew some phantom's wound. 
Herself would question , and for him reply ; 
TheM riling, start, and beckon him to fly 
fVoDi some inagiBed spectre in ^pursuit ; 
Then seat her dovm upon some linden's root, 
And hide her visage with her meagre hand. 
Or trace strange characters along the sand — 
This ooiiid. Bot last — she lies by him she loved j 
^er tale iiatoId««**her trutli too dearly proved. 
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NOTE. 

The event in section ^4, Canto ad, was suggested %j the 
description of the death or rather hurial of the Duke of 
Gandia. 

The most interesting and particular account of this myi- 
leiions erent, is given hy Barchard , and is in snhstancc ti 
follows: <«0n the eighth day of June, the cardinal. of Va- 
« lensa, and the duke of Gandia, sons of the pope,, sipped 
« with their mother, Vanoszai near the church of S, Pieiro 
« ad wincula ; several other persons heing present at the 
«( entertainment. A late hour approaching, and the Gardiiul 
« having reminded his brother, that it was tine torctom to 
« the apostolic palace, they mounted their horses or mvles, 
« with only a few attendants, and proceeded together as iar 
« as the palace of cardinal Ascanio Sfona, when the duke 
« informed the cardinal, that before he returned home, he 
« had to pay a visit of pleasure. Dismissing therefore sll 
« his attendants, excepting his j/zr^^/-^?, orfootman, and s 
« person in a mask, who had paid him a visit whilst atsip- 
« per, and who, during the space of a month, or therethonti , 
« previous to this time, had called upon him almost dailf, 
« at the apostolic palace, he took this person behind him on 
« his mule, and proceeded to the street of the Jews, where 
«( he quited his servant, directing him to remain there na- 
<c til a certain hour , when, if he did not return, he migbt 
« repair to the palace. The duke then seated the person 
« in the mask behind him, and rode, \ know not whither; 
<c hut in that night he was assassinated, and thrown into the 
«c river. The servant, after having been dismissed, wasalso 
cc , assaulted and mortall y wounded ; and although he was 
« attended with great care, yet such was his situation, that 
« he could give no intelligible account of what Kad befallen 
«( his master. In the morning, the duke not having returned 
« to the palace, his servants began to be alarmed ; and one 
ft of them informed the pontiff of the evening excursion of 
«< his sons, and that the duke had not yet made his appear- 
tf ance. This gave the pope no small anxiety ; but he con- 
« jectured that the diike had beeu attracted by some coar- 
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a tesan to pass the night with her, and not choosing to quit 
«<,tfae hoQse in open day, had waited till the following even- 
M ing to return home. When, however, the evening ar- 
te lived, and he foond himself disappointed in his expecta- 
« tions, lie became deeply afflicted, and began to make in-' 
«( ^iries from different persons, whom he ordered to attend 
« him for that purpose. Amongst these was a man named 
•c Giorgio Schiavoni, who, having discharged some timber 
« iiroio a bark in the river, had remained on hoard tbe. 
« vessel to watch it, and being interrogated whether he 
M.bad seen any one thrown into the river, on the night 
« precediof, he replied, that he saw two men on foot, who 
«! .came down the street, and looked diligently aboot, to 
H observe whether any person was passing ; that seeing no 
(« one, they retnrnrd, and a short time afterwards two 
« others came, and looked around in the same manner as 
« :tl|f (prip/pr; no person sUU. appearing, they gave a sign to 
« th^r companions, when a man came, mounted on a white 
« bpr^e^ l^TW behind him a 4cad body, the head and arms 
1 of which hnng on one side, and the ^t on., the other 
« side of the horse; the two persons on foot supporting 
« the body, to prevent its falling. They thus proceeded 
« towards that part, where the filth of the city is usually 
« discharged into the river, and turning the horse with his 
« tail towards the water, the two persons took the dead 
« body by the arms and feet, and with all their strength 
« ilong it into the river. The person on horseback then- 
it asked if they had thrown it iU) to which they replied, 
« Signor^si, (yes, Sir,). He then looked towards the river, 
« and seeing a mantle floating on the stream, he inrfuired 
« what it was that appeared black, to which they answered, 
« it was a mantle ; and one of them threw stones upon it, 
M in consequence of which it sunk The attendants of the 
tt pontiff then inquired from Giorgio, why he had not rt- 
« vealedthis to the governor of the city; towhich he replied, 
« that he had seen in. his time a hundred dead bodies 
« thrown into the river at the same place, without any in- 
« quiry being made respecting them, and that he had not, 
'< therefore, considered it as a matter of anv importance. 

8^ 
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« I'iie fisTiermen and seam«n were then collected'and order> 
u ed tb search the river, where, (m the foll(min^ etCBio^, 
« they fouiad the hody of the dale, with his habit ttidn, 
a and thirty ducats i> his purse. He was pierced With nne 
« wounds, one of which was in his throat, the others ia 

* his head, hody and limbs. Ko sobner was the pontiff in- 

* formed of the death of his son, and that he had been throwtt, 
4 like filth, into the river, than giving way to his grief, be 
« shnt himself up in a chamber and wept bitterly. The tar- 
« dinal of Segovia, and other attendants on the pope, went 

* to the door, and after many hours spent in persnasiofns 
c and exhortations, prevailed upon him to admit then. 
« From the evening of Wednesday, till the followiag sa- 
te turday, the pope took no fbod ; nor did he sleep from 
« thursday morning till the same hour on the ensuing day. 
*. At length, however, giving way to the intreaties of his 
^ attendants, be began to restrain his sorrow, and to cob- 
c sSder the injury which his owti health might sustain by 

* the fnrtlier indulgenbe of hb (rief. » — Btfscae's Lt^ 
Tifuth, VqL I, pngic a6S» 
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SCROPE BERDMOBE DATIES, Es«i 

, rirE foujowing i>oem 

IS INSCRIBED 
lY CMfE WBO HMS LOITG ADHIREa HIS TiLEHTS 
.AND yALVED BIS <#BIERDSHIB; 
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The following poem i$ pounded on a circmniUnce mei»- 
tioned in Gibbon*s « Antiquities of the Hoose of Braas- 
vick. » — I am aware, that in modern times the delicacy 
or fastidiousness of the reader may deem $ach subjects 
unfit for the purposes of poetry. The Greek dramttistSi 
and some of the best of our old English writers, were of 
a different opinion : as Alfieri and Schiller hare alsa 
been, more recently, upon the con^nent. The folknmf 
extract will explain the facts on which the story is foind- 
ed. The name of jixQ is substituted for Nicbolasi as 
more nctrieal. .^ 

« Under the reign of Nicholas III, Ferrara was poQated 
« with a domiMtic tragady. iBy tbe Ifstim^ny of aa al- 
« tendant, and his own observation, the Marquis of Esle 
« discovered the incestuous loves of his wife Parisiua^ 
« and Hugo his basUrd son, a beatrtifol anA viHiit 
« youth. They were beheaded in the castle by the sen- 
« tence of a father and husband, who published his shatte, 
•( and survived theif execution. He was unfortunate, if 
«( they were guilty: if they were innocent, be was stilt 
« more unf rrtunate; nor is there any possible sitnatioi 
M in which I can sincerely approve the last act of tbt 
«< justice of a parent. >>^^/i^^Mr*/ MiscclUmeous ffpfiSt 
vol. 3d, p. 470, new cditioiu 
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T is the hour when from (he boughs 
he nightingale's high note is heard ; 
is the hour when lovers' vows 
iem sweet in every whispered word ; 
nd gentle winds, and waters near. 
!ake music to the lonety ear. 
ich flower the dews have lightly vvet^ 
nd in the sky the stars are raet, ' 
nd on the wave is deeper'hhie, 
nd on the leaf a browYiet hul?,' 
nd in the heaven that ^foaFoll^^eute, 
3 softly dark, and darkly 'jptirb, ' ^ ' ' 
niich follows the dvct!^ ii't'diiy, 
s twilight melts l)en<iath the moMi Utrfty.^ 
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lot it is not to list to "the Waterfall 

r ■ • • • 

!liat Parisina hraves her hail, ' ' ' ' 

Lnd it is not to gaze on tht heathy light 
diat the lady walks in the shadow oTuij^; 
Ind if uhe sits in Este's boWcr, 
Til not for the sake of its full-blown flower— 
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She listens — ^but not for the nightingale — 
Though her ear expects -as soft a Xale, 
There glides a step through the foliage thick, 
And her cheek grows pale — and her heart beats (juici 
There whispers a voice through the rustliug leaves, 
And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves : 
A moment more — and they shall meet— 
'Tis past— her lover's at her feet. 



III. 



And what unto them is the world beside 

With all its change of time and tide ? 

Its living diings — ^its earth and sky — 

Are nothing to their mind and eye. 

And heedless as the dead iare they . 

Of aught aroun(T, above, beneath ; . 

As if all else had passed away> .,■ ' 

They only for each other breathe,;.,; 

Their very sighs a^e {n}\ oif joy , • ^^ 

So deep, that did it not decays .. ^j, .\ 

That happy madness would destroy . 

The hearts which feel its i^ery sway f : >' 

Of guilty of peril, do they deem 

In that tumultuous tender dream ? 

Who that have felt that passion's power, ^ 

Or paused, or feared in such an hour ?;.....• \ 

Or thought how brief such moments la^lr: 

But yet — ^they are. already past ! , 

Alas ! we most, aKvake before . . .. : 

We know such vision comes no n^ver. , 
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IV, 



ay a lingering look they leave 

of guilty gladness past^ 

jh they hope, and vow, they grieve^ 

parting were the last. 

lent sigh— the long embrace— 

lat there would cling for ever, 

!ams on Parisina's face 

'en she fears will not forgive her^ 

calmly conscious star 
r frailty from afar— 
ent sigh, the long embrace, 
them to- their trysting-place^ 
ist come, and ihey most part 

heaviness of heart, 
he deep and shuddering chill 
Hows fast the deeds of ilL 

r. 

) 18 gone to his lonely bed^- 

there another's bride; 

LUSt lay her conscious head 

I's trusting heart beside. 

fd in her sleep she seems^ 

ier cheek with troubled dreams, 

?rs she in her unrest 

be dare not breathe by day, 

s her Lord unto the breast 

ants for one away : 

) that embrace awakes, 

py in the thought, mistakes 



^ 
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That dreaming sigh, and warm caress, 
For such as he was wont to bless; 
And could in very fondness weep 
0*er her who loyes him eyen in sleep. 

VI. 

He clasped her sleeping to his heatt, 
And listened to each broken word : 
He hears — Why doth Prince Aso &iart. 
As if the Archangel's yoke he heard ? 
And well he may — a deeper doom 
Gould scarcely thunder o'er his tomb^ 
When he shall wake to deep no mor«| 
And stand the eternal throae before. 
And well he may — his earthly peace 
Upon that sound is doomed to ceaae. 
That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo's shame. 
And whose that name ? that o'er his pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow, 
Which rolls the plank upon the shore, 
And dashes on the pointed rock 
The wretch who sinks to rise no more, — 
So came upon his soul the shock. 
And whose that name? 'tis Hugo^s, — his— 
In sooth he had not deemed of this ! — 
'Tis Hugo's, — he, the child of one 
He loved — his own all-evil son — 
The offspring of his way war d youth. 
When he betrayed Bianca'^s truth, 
The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made ker not his bride. 
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He plucked his poignard in its sheath^ 
fiut sheathed it ere the point wae'bare — 
llowe'ei- unworthy now to breathe, 
He could not slay a thing so fair-^ 
At least, not smiling — sleeping^-^th^re— 
Nay, more : — he did not wake her then, 
But gazed upon her with a glance 
'Which, had she roused her from her trance, 
Had frozen her sense to sleep agaia*^ 
And o'er his brow the burning lamp 
Gleamed on the dew-drops big and damp. 
She spake no more — but still she slumbered— « 
While, in his thought, her days are numbered* 

vni. 

And with the morn he sought, a^ found, 
In many a tale from tho^e arot^id, 
The proof of all he fledred to inow, 
Their present guilt, his futt^ire woe; 
The long-conniving damsels seek 
To save themselves, and would transfer 
The guilt — the shame-^the doom — lo her : 
Concealment is no more-— they speak 
All circumstance which may oompel 
Full credence to the tale they teD : 
And Azo's tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or hear. 

IX. 

He was not one that brooked delay : 
Within the chamber of his state, 
The chief of £ste's ancient sway 
Upon bis throne of judgment sate ; 
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His nobles and his guards are there , — 
Before him is the iSinfal pair. ; ; 
Both young,-*-and pfie how passing fair ! 
With swordless bek^ and fettered -hand. 
Oh, Christ ! that thus a son should stand . 

Before a father's face I 
Tct thus must Hugo meet his sire. 
And hear the sentence of his ire. 

The tale of his disgrace! 
And yet he seems not overcome,; 
Although, as yet, his voice be dumb.. 

And stiir, and pale, and silently 
Did Pansina wait her doom ; 
How changed since last her speaking eye 
Glanced gladness round, the glittering room, 
Where high-born men were proitd to wail- 
Where Beauty watched to imitate 
Her gentle voice — ^her lovely mien — ' 
And gather from her air and gait 

The graces of its queen :- ' 
Theoy'^had her eye in sorrow wept, 
A thousand warriors foiih had leapt, 
A thousand swords had sheatbless shone, 
And made her quarrel all their own. 
Now, — ^what is she ? and what are they 1 
Can she command, of these obey ? 
All silent and unheeding now, 
With downcast eyes and knitting brow,> 
And folded arms,, and freezing air, 
And lips that scarce their scorn forbear, 
Her knights and dames, her court — iS there : 
And he, the chosen one, whose lance 
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jet been couched before her glance^ 
3 — were his arm a moment free — 
died or gained her liberty; 
minion of his father's bride,— « 
too, is fettered by her side; 
sees her swoln and full eye swim 
for her own despair than him : 
se lids o^er which the violet vein— • 
adcring, leaves a tender stain, 
ling through the smoothest white 
t e'er did softest kiss invite-^ 
J seemed with hot and livid glow 
press, not shade, the orbs below; 
ich glance so heavily, and fill, 
ear en tear grows gathering attH. 

XL 

[ he for her had also wept, 
for the eyes that on him gazed : 
sorrow, if he felt it, slept ; 
n and erect his brow was raised, 
atc'er the grief his soul avowed, 
ivould not shrink before the crowd ; 
yet he dared not look on her : 
lembrance of the hours that were— • 
guilt — his love — his present state — 
fktber's wrath — all good men's hate- 
earthly, his eternal fate — 
I hers,— oh, hers.!— *he dared not throw 
look upon that deathlike brow I 
) had his rising heart betrayed 
lorse for all the wreck it made. 
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XII. 

And Aza spake : — « But ycstei-day 

« I gloried in a ynffi and son ; 

tt That dream this morning passed away; 

« Ere day declines, I shall have none. 

(c My life must linger on alone; 

cc Well, — let that pass,-^there breathes not ont 

n Who would not do as I have done : 

<( Those ties are broken^^not by me ; 

« Let that too pass ; — the doom's prepared ! 

If Hugo, the priest awaits on thee, 

« And then — ^thy crime's reward ! 

(t Away ! address thy prayers to HeaTtn, 

<f Before its evening stars are met-^ 

(c Learn if thou there canst be forgiven ; 

« Its mercy may absolve thee yet. 

« But here, upon the earth beneath, 

(( There is no spot where thou and I 

« Together, for an hour, could breathe : 

« Farewell 1 1 will not see thee dje-r- 

« But thou, frail thing ! shalt view his head^- 

d Away ! I cannot speak the rest : 

d Go ! woman of the wanton .breast ; 

t% Not I, but thou his blood dost shed : 

« Go ! if that sight x\{om caqst putlivei 

« And joy thee in the )ife I give. »> 

xm. 

And here stem Azo bid his £aice — 
For on his brow the swelling vein 
Throbbed, as if back upon his brain 
The hot blood ebbed and flovved again ; 
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therefore bowed he for a space^ 
passed his shaking hand along « 

eye, to veil it from the throng; 
ile Hugo raised his chained hands^ 
for a brief delay demands 
father's ear : the silent sii*e 
bids not what his words require. 

It is not that I dread the death— 
or thoa hast seen me by thy side 
JI redly through the battle ride, 
.nd that not once a useless brand 
hy slaves have wrested from my hand, 
lath shed more blood in cause of thine, 
ban e'er can stain the axe of mine : 
'hou gav'st, and may'st resume my breath, 
L gift for which I thank thee not ; 
loT are my mother's wrongs forgot, 
ler slighted love and ruined name, 
ler offspring's hecitage of shame ; 
lut she is jya the grave, where he, 
ler son, thy rival, soon shall be. 
[er broken heart — my severed head-^ 
hall witness for thee from the dead 
low trusty and how tender were 
Thy youthful love— -paternal c^re. 
ris true, that I have done thee v^OBg-*- 
kit wrong for wrong — ^this d«emed thy bride 
rhe other victim of thy pride, 
Dhon knowVfer pue was destined long, 
fhoosaw'st, and ooveled'st her d^Mins— 
ind vvrith thy very crime, my birth. 
Thou tauQted'st me*-<*as little worth ; 
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u ^ matdi ignoble for her arms, 

« Because, forsooth, I could not claim 

« The lawful heirship of thy name^ 

« Nor sit on Estc's lineal throne : 

«< YetyWere a few short snmmers mine, 

u My name should more than £ste*s sKine 

« With honours all my own. 

« I had a sword — and have a breast 

u That should have won as haught^ a crest 

« As ever waved along the line 

« Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 

II Not always knightly spurs are worn 

a The brightest of the better born ; 

« And mine have lanced my courser's flank 

cc Before proud chiefs of princely rank, 

« When charging to the cheering cry 

« Of* Este and of Victory!* 

« I vdll not plead the cause of climes 

M Not sue thee to redeem from time 

« A few brief hoiirs or days that most 

« At length roll o'er my reckless dust ;-— 

« Such maddening moments as my past ; 

« They could not, and fhey did not, last-— 

« Albeit my birth and name be base, 

« And thy nobility of ra^ce 

« Disdained to deck a thing like me*— 

« Tet in my lineaments they trace 

« Some features of my father^s face^ 

« And in my spirit— -all of thee. 

« From thee — this tamelessness of heart— 

« From thee — nay, wherefore dost thou start ?— 

« From thee in all their vigour came 

« My arm of strength ; my soul of flame — 
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idst not give me life alone, 
that made me more thine own. 
at thy guilty love hath done 1 
thee with too lijke a son.! 
D bastard in my sovi; 
t| like thine I abhorred controult 
* my breath, that hasty boon 
av'sl a^d wilt resume so soon, 
d it no mpre than thou, 
rose thy casque aboy£ thy brow, 
;, all sidie by side, have striven, 
it the dead our coursers driTenx ^ 

St is nothing-— and at last 
lure can but be the past ; 
nld I thgt I then had dieds 
agh thou wo^Vdst my mother's ill, 
ide thy own my destined bride, 
bion art my father still ; ' 
arsh as 6ounds. thy hwfi decree, 
: anjust, although from theeu 
n sin, tc(,die in shame, . 
begun aiij^d ends the same $ 
id the sji*^,,^ erred the son, 
on must gunish both in one. 
me seems worst to human view, 
d must judge between us tool » 

XIV- ' 

I — and stood widi Iblded arms^ 
I the circling fetters sonnded ; 
in ear but felt as wounded, 
s chiefs that there were ranked, 
ose dull chains in meeting clanked: 
{ina's fatal cbarms 
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Again attracted eycry eye — 
Would sbe thus hear him doomed to die ! 
She stood, I said, all pale and still, 
The living cause of Hugo's ill : 
Her eyes unmoved, hut full and vnde, 
Not once had turned to either side— 
Nor once did those sweet eyelids close, 
Or shade the glance e*«r which they rose, 
But round their orhs of deepest blue 
The circling white difated grew — 
And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were in her curdled blood ; 
But every now and then a tear 
So large and slowly gathered slid 
From the long dark fringe of that fair Ud^ 
It was a thing to see, not hear ! 
And those who saw, it did surprise^ 
Such drops could fall frdm human eyes.' 
To speak she* thought — ^^the imperfect note ' 
Was choked within her swelling throat; ' ' ■"' 
Yet seemed in that low hollow groad' ?* •' 
Her whole heart gushing in the tone, ' J' ^ ' ^ • ' 
It ceased — again shi thought to ^ak^ jiJ ^.jr.) 
Then burst her voice in one long shriek,-- ^ -■ ' 
And to the earth she fell' like, stone 
Or statue from its base overthrown, 
More like a thing that i^e'er had life,— » 
A monument of Azo's wife, — 
Than her, that liv'vog guilty thing. 
Whose every passioii was a sting, 
Which urged to guilt, but could not bear 
That guilt's detection and despair. 
But yet she lived — and all too soon 
Recovered from th^t death-like swoon—- 
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Bat scarce to reason — every sense 

Had been o'erstrung by pangs intense ; 

And each frail fibre of her brain 

( As bow-slrings, when relaxed by rain, 

The erring arrow launch aside) 

Sent forth her thoughu all wild and wide — 

The past a blank, the future black, 

With glimpses of a di^eary track, 

Like lightning on the desart path, 

When midnight storms are mustering wrath . 

She feared — she felt that something ill 

Lay on her soul, so deep and chill — 

That there was sin and shame she knew ; 

That some one was to die — ^but who ? 

She had forgotten : — did^ she breathe ? 

Coold this be still the earth beneath ? 

The sky aboye, and men around ; 

Or were they fiends who now so frowned 

On one, before whose eyes each eye 

Till then had smiled in sympathy ? 

All was confused and undefined. 

To her all-jarred and 'wandering mind; 

A chaos of wild hopes and fears : 

And now in laughter, now in tears, 

Bot madly still in each extreme. 

She strove with that convulsive dream ; 

For 80 it seemed on hereto break: 

oil ! vainly must she strive to wake ! ' 

•XV. .... 

Tlte Convent bells are ringings 
But mournfully and slow ; ' ' 

In the grey square turret swinging, ' 
With a deep sound, to*ktA fro. 
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Heavily to the heart they go ! 

Hark! the hymn is singing—" 
The song for the dead below, 
Or the living who shortly shall be so ! 
For a departing being's soul 
The death-hymn pieals a^d the hollow bells knoll i 
He is near his mortal goal ; 
Kneeling at the Friars's knee ; 
Sad to hear'-p'and piteous to see--^ 
Kneeling on the bare cold ground. 
With the block before and the guards around-«- 
And the headsman with his bare arm ready. 
That the blow may be both swift and steady, 
Feels if the axe be sharp and true- 
Since he set its edge anew: 
While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the doom of the Father* 

XVL 

It is a lovely hour as yet 

Before the summer sun shall set, • 

Which rose upon that heavy day. 

And mocked it with his steadiest ray ; 

And his evening beams are s^^d 

Full on Hugo's fated head, . . . , : 

As his last confession pouring r , t , 

To the monk, his doom djeploring 

In penitential holiness, 

He bends to hear his accents bless 

With absolution such as may , . ) 

Wipe our mortal stains away.' 

That high sun on his head did glisten 

As he there did bow and li^n— <. t . *t 
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And tlie rings of chesnat hair 
Curled half down his neck so bare ; 
Bat brighter still the beam was thro^^'n 
Upon the axe which near him shone 
With a clear and ghastly glitter-— « 
Oh ! that parting honr was bitter ! 
Eyen the stern stood chilled with awe t 
Dark the crime, and just the law — 
Yet they shuddered as they saw. 

XVII. 

The parting prayers are said and over 

Of that false son— -and daring loyer ! 

Bis beads and sins were all recounted, 

Bis hours to their last minute mounted—* 

Bis mantling cloak before was stripped, 

Bis bright brown locks must now be clipped, 

*Ti5 done — all closely are they shorn — 

The rest which till this moment worn— 

The scarf which Parisina gave-^ 

Most not adorn him to the grave* 

Eyen that must now be thrown aside^ 

kai o'er his eyes the kerchief tied ; 

But no— that last indignity 

Shall ne'er approach his haughty eye. 

AO feelings seemingly subdued, 

In deep disdain were half renewed, 

When headsman's hands prepared to bind 

Those eyes which would not brook such blind : 

As if they dared not look on death. 

« No — ^yours my forfeit blood and breath— 

« These hands are chained— but let me die 

« At least with sa unshackled eje-r 
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It Strike : »-— and as tLe word he said, 
Upon the block he bowed his head ; 
These the last accents Hugo spoke : 
« Strike » — and flashing fell the stroke— 
Rolled the head— and, gushing, sunk 
Back the stained and heaving trunk, 
In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked with its ensanguined, rain ) 
His eyes and lips a moment quiver, 
Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 

He died, as erring man should die, 
Without display, without parade : 
Meekly had he bowed and prayed. 
As not disdaining priestly aid, 
Nor desperate of all hope on high. 
And while before the Prior kneeling. 
His heart was weaned from earthly feeling^ 
His wrathful sire^-his paramour — 
"What were they in such an hour? 
No more reproach — ^no more despair ; 
No thought but heaven — ^no word but prayer- 
Save the few which from him broke. 
When, bared to meet the headsman's stroke. 
He claimed to die with eyes unbound, 
His sole adieu to those around, 

xvni. 

Still as the lips that closed in death, 

Each gazer's bosom held his breath : 

But yet, afar, from man to man, 

A cold electric shiver ran. 

As down the deadly blow descended 

On him whose life and love thus ended; 
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\iiA with a hushing sound comprest, 

K agh shrunk back oa every breast ; 

But no more thrilling noise rose there, 

Beyond the blow that to the Uock 

Pierced through with forced and sullen shock, 

Save one : — what cleaves the silent air 

So madly shriU — so passing wild ? 

That, as a mother's o'er her child, 

Done to death by sudden blow, 

To the sky these accents go. 

Like a soul's in endless woe. 

Through Azo's palace-lattice driven, 

That horrid voice ascends to heaveii, 

And every eye is turned thereon ; 

But sound and sight alike are gone ! 

It was a woman's shriek«r-and ne'er 

In madlicr accents rose despair ; 

And those who heard it, as it past, 

In mercj wished it were the last. 

XIX. 

Hugo is fallen ; and, from that hour. 

No more in palace, hall, or bower, 

Was Parisina heard or ^een : 

Her name^as if she ne'er had be'en-*^ 

Was banished from -each lip and ear, 

Like words of wantonness or fear ; 

And from Prince Azo's voice, by none 

Was mention heard of wife or son } 

No tomb-— no memory had they ; 

Theirs was unconsecrated clay ; 

At least the knight's who' died that day. 

But Parisina's fate lies hid 

Like dust beneath the coffin lid t 



Whetber in conviint die abode, 

And won to heaven her dreary road, 

By blighted and remorseful years 

Of scourge, and fast^ and sleepless tears ;■ 

Or if she fell by bowl or steel, 

Tot ihat dark love she dared to feel; 

Or if, upon the moment smote, 

She died by tortures less remote ; 

Like him she saw upon the block,' 

With heart that shared the headsman's shock, 

In quickened brokenness that came, 

In pity, o'er her shattered frame. 

None knew — and none can ever know : 

But whatsoe'er its end below, 

Her life began and closed in woe I 

XX- 

» 

And Azo found another bride, 
And goodly sons grew : by his side ; . 
But none so lovely and so brave 
As him who withered in the grave ; 
Or if they were — ^xm his cold eye 
Their growth but glanced unheeded hf^^^ 
Or noticed vnth a smothered sigh. 
But never tear his cheek descended, 
And never smile his brow unbended ; 
And o'er that fair broad brow were wrought. 
The intersected lines of thought ; 
Those furrows which the burning^hare 
Of sorrow ploughs untimely there ; 
Scars of the lacerating mind 
, Which the Soul's war doth leave behind. 
He was past all mirth or woe : 
Nothing more remained below 



Snt sleepless nights and heavy days, 
A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 
A heart which shunned itself — and yet 
That would not yield-— nor could forget, 
T^hich when it least appeared to melt. 
Intently thought — intensely felt : 
The deepest ice which ever froze 
Can only o*er the surface close— 
The living stream Jies quick helowy 
And flows— and cannot cease to flow. 
Still was his sealed-up bosom haunted 
By thoughts which Nature hath implanted ; 
Too deeply rooted thence to vanish, 
However our stifled tears we banish ; 
When, struggling as they rise to start, 
We check those ^waters of the heart, 
They ajre not dried — those tears unshed 
But flow back to the fountain head, 
And resting in their spring more pure^ 
For ever in its depth endure, 
Unseen, unwept, but uncongealed, 
And cherished most where least revealed. 
With inward starts of feeling left, 
To throb o'er those of life bereft; 
Without the power to .fill again 
The desart gap which made his pain ; 
Without the hope to meet them where 
United souls shall gladness share. 
With all the consciousness that he 
Bad only passed a just decree*; 
That they had wrought their doom of ill) 
Yet Azo's age was wr-etched still. 
The tainted branches of the tree, 
H If lopped with care, a strength may give, 

9^ 
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By which the rest shall bloom and Ere 
All greenly fresh and wildly free : 
But if the lightning, in its wi'ath, 
The waving boughs with fory scathe^ 
The massy trunk the ruin feels. 
And never more a leaf reveals. 



KOTES TO PA.RISINA. 



Note I, page i83, line i{. 
As twiUght melts beneath the moon mmaf. 

The lines contained in- Section I. were printed as set ti 
music some time since : bat belonged to the poem where 
they now appear, the greater part of which was comfMtti 
prior to « Lara « and other compositions siace pshliske^ 

Note 3, page 192, line 9. 

That should have won as haught a CresL 

Hanght*— haoghty-r- 

« Away haught man ! thou art insulting m'e. « 

Shakespeare , Richard U* 



ODE 

I 

TO 

NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 



cc JExpenje Annibalem :— quot libru in dace sununo 
« Itt?ettie^?r— — » 

' , * JUYSNAL*, Sat. X- 

a * • • • ■ 

1 'l . " . • ■ ■ ■ . , .J- 



<t The Emperor Nepos whi acknowledged by the Saute, 
<i by the Italians y and by the Provincials oiGaa/; his soial 
« virtues, and military talents, were loudly celebrated; and 
<R those who derived any private benefit Iromliiii go%cmiieBt| 
« announced in prophetic strains the restauration of psUic 
« felicity. 

« By this shameful abdication, he protracted liis life a few 
« years, in a very ambiguous state, between an Emperor 
« and an Exile, till — -^ ^ 

Gi^hn's Decline and FuU^ etc. yoI. ^ |^. aao. 



ODE 



TO 



NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE^ 

L 

^ Tis done — but yesterday a King ! 

And aimed mih King's to strive— 
And now thou art a nameless tiling 

So abject — yet aUye ! 
Is this the man of thousand thrones, 
Wlio strewed our Earth with hostile bones ? 

And can he thus suryiye ? 
Since he, miscaUed the Morning Star, 
Nor man nor fiend hath falFn so £ar. 

n. 

m-minded man ! why scoorge thy kind 

Who bowed so low- the knee 7 
By gazing on thyself growa blind, 

Thou taught'st the rest to see. 
With might unquestioned,-*power to saye— 
Thine only gift hath been the graye • 

To those that worshipped thee ; 
Nor, till thy fall,, icould mortals guess 
Ambition's less than littlenesar I 



Thanks for that lessoii— -it ynUteach 

To after-warriors mtasne 
Than high Philosophy' can preachy * 

And yainly pceacbed Jbeforei^ 
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Tbat spell upon the minds of men 
Breaks never to unite, again , 

That led them to adore 
Those Pagod things of sabre-sway. 
With fronts of brass, and feet of clay. 

IV. 

The triumph, and the yanity, 

The rapture of the strife — 
The earthquake shout of Victory, 

To thee the breath of life ; . 
The sword, the 9ceptre , and that sway 
Which man seemed made but to* obey, . 

Wherewith renown was rife-r- 
All quelled ! — Dark Spirit ! what miist b^ 
The madness of thy menlory ! 

V. 

The Desolator desolate I 

The Victor omthrown ! 
The Arbiter of otheM' laitQ 

A Suppliant for his owti J , • 
Is it some yet imperial hope . v 

That with sach change caii calfidycotpe^'- 
Or dread of deAth %I|Mm? 
To die a princer-^^ii^ il^ateve-^ 
Thy choice is most igtt»bly bt^vet 



• s.. . 



He who of old woiitd bend the oikj 
Dreamed not of the-Mboimd-;; 

Chained by tlie^trank 4«>v^y br^lie^ 
Alone— how l«Dkid4iii'JV^M«Dd7-<- 



;; / * 
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ThoOy in the sternness of tby strength. 
An equal deed hast done at length, 

And darker fate hast found : 
He fell, the forest-prowlers' prey ; 
Bat thou must eat thy heart away ! 

VII. 

The Roman, when his burning heart 

Was slaked with blood of Rome, 
Threw down the dagger— dared depart, 

In sayage grandeur, home. 
He dared depart, in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had home, 

Tet left him such a doom ! 
His only glory was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandoned power. 

YIII. 

The Spaniard, when the lust of sway 

Had lost its quickening spell, 
Cast crowns for rosaries awayi 

An empire for a cell ; 
A strict accountant of his beads, 
A subtle disputant on creeds. 

His dotage trifled well t 
Tet better had he neither known 
A bigot's shiine , nor despot's throne. 

K. 

But thou-— from thy reluctant hand 

The thunderbolt is wrung— 
Too late thou leav'st the high command 

To which thy weakness clung^} 



268 OBK 

All Evil Spirit as thou art, 

It is enough to grieye the hearty 

To see thine own unstiiing ; 
To think that God's fair world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so mean. 

X. 

And Earth hath spilt her blood for him, 

Who thus can hoard his own ! 
And Monarchs bowed the trembling limb. 

And thanked him for a throne ! 
^Fair Freedom ! we may hold thee dear, 
When thus thy mightiest foes their fear 

In humblest guise have shown. 
Oh! ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lore mankind ! 

XI. 

Thine evil deeds are writ in gore, 

Kor wntlen thus in vain— 
Thy triumphs tel) of fame no more, 

Or deepen every stain. 
If thou hadst died as honour dies, 
Some new Napoleon might arise. 

To shame the world again— 
But who would soar the solar height. 
To set in such a starless night ? 

XIL 

Weighed in the balance, hero dust 

Is vile as vulgar clay ; 
Tliy scales , Mortality ! are just 

To all that pass 9W^J i 
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But yet methought, the liying great 
Some higher sparks should animatey 

To dazzle and dismay ; 
Nor deemed Contempt could thus make mirdi 
Of these, the Conquerors of the- earth. 

xiir. 

And she, prond Ausfrfa's mournful flower, 

Thy still in^rial bride ; 
How bears her breast the torturing hour? 

Still clings she to fhy side ? 
Uust she too bend, must she too share 
Thy late repentance , long despair. 

Thou throneless Homicide ? 
If still she loves thee, hoard that gem/ 
'Tis worth thy vanished diadem! 

XIV. 

Then haste thee to thy sullen Isle, 

And gaze upon the sea ; 
That element may meet thy smile, 

It ne'er was ruled by thee ! 
Or trace with thine all idle hand. 
In loitering mood, upon the sand, 

That Earth is now as free ! 
That Corinth's pedagogue hath now 
Transferred his by-word to thy brow. 

XV. 

Thou Timour ! in his captive's cage 

What thoughts will there be thine, 
While brooding in thy prisoned rage ? 

But one — « The world was mine ? » 
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Of cheerful creatures, whose most sinful deeds 

Were but the oyerbeating of the heart. 

And flow of too much happiness, which needs . 

The aid of age to turn its course apart 

From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 

Of sweet sensations, battUng with the blood. 

But these are better than the gloomy errors, 

The weeds of nations in their last decay. 

Whence Vice walks forth with their unsoften*d ter 

And Mirth is madness, and but smiles to slay;' 

And Hope i^ nothing but a false delay, ' 

The sick man's lightning half an hour ere death| 

When faintness , the last mortal birth of Pain^ 

And apathy of limb, the dull beginning 

Of the cold staggering race which Death is winnioi 

Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away ; 

Yet so relieving the o'ertortured clay, 

To him appears renewal of his breath, 

Aod freedom the mere numbness of his chain ;--«• 

And then he talks of life, and how again 

He feels his spirits soaring-^albeit weak, 

And of the fresher air, which he would seek j 

And as he whispers knows not that he gasps, 

That his thin finger:feals.not what he clasps, 

And so the film comei. o'er him — and the dizzy 

Chamber swims roi}^ and round — and shadows I 

At which he vainly caldheSy flit and gleam, 

Till the last rattle chokes the strangled scream, 

And all is ice and blackness, — and the earth 

That which it was the moment ere our birth.. 



TO Venice: 2i3 

IT. 

ere is no hope for nations ! — Search tbe page 
Of many thousand years — the daily scene, 
te flow and ebh of each recurring age, 
The everlasting to be which hath been^ 
Bath taught us nought or little : still we lean 
L things tl^at rot beneath our weight, and wear 
ir strength away in wrestling with the air ; 
ir *tis our nature strikes us down : the beasts 
iiighter'd in hourly hecatombs for feasts 
'e of as high an order — they must go 
fea where their driver goads them, though to slaughter. 
s men, who pour your blood for kings as water, 
Hiat have they given your children in return ? 
beritage of servitude and woes, 
blindfold bondage, where your hire is blows. 
That ! do not yet the red-hot ploughshares burn, 
'er which you stumble in a false ordeal, 
nd deem tibis proof of loyalty the. realf 
dtting the h«nd that guides you to your scars, 
jid(;lorying as you tread the glowing bars ? 
that year 'sires have left you, all that Time 
leqneaths of free, and History pf sublime, 
Ifring from a different theme ! — ^Te see and read, 
Idnire and sigh, and then succumb and bleed ! 
hve the few spirits, who despite of all, 
Ind wdne than all, the sadden crimes engendered 
% fh9 down-thundering of the prison-wall, 
^ thirst to swallow the sweet waters tendered, 
csQiliing from Freedom's fountains — ^when the crowd, 
Vidden'jd with centuries of drought, are loud^ ^,ik 
^ trample on eachiother to obtain ^ 

'Aq cap which brings oblivion of a chain 
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Heavy and sore, — in which long yoked they ploogli'd 
The sand, — or if ihere sprung the yellow grain, 
'Twas not for them, their necks were too much boVd/ 
And their dead palates chew'd the cud of p^in :— 
Yes ! the few spirits — who, despite of deeds 
Which they abhor, confound not with the cause 
Those momentaiy starts from Nature's laws, 
Which, like the pestilence and earthquake, smite 
But for a term, then pass, and leave the earth 
With all her seasons to repair the blight 
With a few summers, and again put forth 
Cities and generations— -fair, when free— 
For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for thee ! 

III. 

Glory and Empire ! once upon these towers 

With Freedom — godhke Triad I how ye sate ! 
The league of mightiest nations, in those hoars 
When Venice was an envy, might abate, 
But did not quench, her spirit — in her fate 
^All were enwrapp'd : the feasted monarchs knew 

And loved their hostess, nor could learn to kite, 
Although they humbtedrrwith the kingly few 
The many felt, hmSnemaiSi days and climes 
She was the ▼oyagaB?a:;i90Mb^ i;>^even her crimeft 
Were of the softer ot^ki^rJ^^Kirn ofXove, 
She drank no Uaoa^ :»or lalten'd on the dead. 
But gladdca'd where ^liannless conqdests spread; 
For these restored the Gross, that from above 
Hallo w'd her sheltering banners, which incessant 
Elor between earth and the unholy Crescent, . 

"^^ich, if it waned and dwindled. Earth may thank • 
The city it has clothed in chains, which clank L 
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How, creaking in the ears of those nvho o^e 
The name of Freedom to her glorious straggles ; 
ITet she but shares with them a common woe, 
Kni called the « kingdom » of a conquering foe,-^ 
But knows what all — and, most of all, we know— 
^ith what Hi gilded terms a tyrant juggles ! 

IV. 

The name of Commontfealih is past and gone 

0*er the three fractions of the groaning globe ; 
Venice is cnish'd, and Holland deigns to own 

A sceptre, and endures the purple robe ; 
If the free Switzer yet bestrides alone 
His chainless mountains, 'tis but for a time, 
For tyranny of late is cunning grown, 
And in its own good season tramples down 
The sparkles of our ashes. One great clime, 
Whose vigorous offspring by dividing Ocean 
Are kept apart and nursed in the devotion 
Of Freedom, which their fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath' d — a heritage of heart and hand, 
And proud distinction from each other land, 
Whose sons must bow them at a monarch's motion, 
As if his senseless sceptre Weriera v^nd 
Full of the magic of 9aMiSif itmnce — 
Still one great climtf^ 17^6^ Ibd free defiance, 
Yet rears her crest, uTi^b^lcfBipr^ci and sublime. 
Above the far Atlantic ! — She has taught 
Her Esao-\)rcthren that the haughty flag, 
The floating fence of Albion's feebler crag, 
Bday strike to those whose red right hands haver (pught 
Righu cheaply eain'd with blood. Still, still, for 'ever 
Better, though each man's life-blood were a ivs^t ^ 
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That it should flow, and overflow, than creep 
Through thousand lazy channels in our veins, 
Damin'd like the dull canal with locks and chains, 
And moving, as a sick man in his sleep, 
Three paces, and then (filtering t — ^better be 
Where the extinguish -d. Spartans still are free, 
la their proud charnel of Thermopylae, 
Thau stagnate in our marsl^ — or o'er the deep 
Fly, and -one current to the Ocean add. 
One spirit to the souls our fathers had, 
One freeman more, America, to thee ! 



* ■ 
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ENGLISH BARDS, 

AND 

SCOTCH REVIEWERS; 

A SATIRE. 

I had rtther be a kitten, and cry, mewl 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers. 

Shaksspxaiis. 

Snch shameless Bards we have ; and yet 'tis tmei 
There are as mad^ abandon'd Critics too. 

Porx. 



PREFACBC). 



^x.L my friends, leamed and unlearned) have 
"ged me not to publish this Satire with mj 
Hue. If I were to be « tum'd from the career 
mj humeur by quibbles quick, and paper 
lUeis of the brain , » I should have complied 
ilh their counsel. But I am not to be terri- 
id by abus^, or bullied by reviewers, with or 
ithout w^ms. I can safely say that I have 
tacked. 3Kme personajly who did not corn- 
race on the offensfve. An Author's works are 
iblic property : he who purchases may judge, 
id publish his opinion if be pleases \ and the 
luhors I have endeavoured to commemorate 
ay dp by me as I have done by them : I dare 
7 they will succeed better in condemning my 
tribblingSi tbaa in mending their own. But my 
b^ect is not to prove that I can write well^ but, 
^ possible, to make others write better. 

» 

(<) Tkk Preface was wriUen for the second edition of UUs 
*«Di, and printed with it. 



4 PREFAGG. 

As the Poem has met with far more succe 
than I expected^ I have endeavoured in ll 
edition to make some additions and alteratio 
to render it more worthy of public perusal. 

In the first edition of this Satire, publisb 
anonymously, fourteen lines on the subject 
Bowles's Pope were written and inserted at i 
request of an ingenious friend of mine, who I 
now in the press a volume of poetry. In tl 
present edition they are erased, and some 
my ovm substituted in their stead ; my on 
reason for this being that which I conoen 
would operate vrith any other person in i 
same manner : a determination not to pobb 
with my name any production which was m 
entirely and exclusively my own compositifll 

With regard to the real talents of many^ 
the poetical persons whose performances^ tf 
mentioned, or alluded to in the foUownt 
pages, it IS presumed by the Author that thefl 
can be little difference of opinion in thie piJ^ 
at large 5 though, like other sectaries , each I'f 
bis separate tabernacle of proselytes, by yfM 
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abilities are overrated, his faults orvcfrlook^ 

and bis metrical canons receiyed without 

aple add without consideration. But the 

^eitionable possessioQ of considerable ge<^ 

ts by several of the writers here censored^ 

iders their mental prostitution more to be 

^tted« ImbeciUty may be pitied, or, at 

}nty laughed at and forgotten ; perverted 

wen demand the most decided reprehension. 

one can wish more than the Author, that 

ne knovm and able writer had undertaken 

ir exposure, but Mr. Gifford has devoted 

Qself to Massingcr, and in the absence of the 

;alar physician, a country practitioner may, 

cases of absolute necessity, be allowed to 

scribe his nostrum to prevent the extension 

80 deplorable an epidemic, provided there 

no quackery in his treatment of the malady. 

caustic is here offered, as it is to be feared 

thing short of actual cautery can recover 

^ numerous patients afflicted with the present 

-Talent and distressing rabies for rhyming. 

As to the Edinburgh Reviewers ^ it would, 
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indeed) require a Hercules to crush the Hydn; 
but if tlie Author succeeds in merely « famisiog 
one of the he ads of the serpent, d ihougb his 
own hand should suflGer in the cttconuteri bt 
will be amply satisfied. 



ENGLISH BARDS, 

AND 

SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 



TILL mxM I Leaf ?*«^all boane (i) Fit7;gehald bavrl 

s crealuog couj^ets in a tavern ball, 

kd I not sing, lest, liaply, Scotch Reviews 

Ottld dob me Scribbler, and denoonce my Miue 7 

epare for rhyme — ^I'll publish, right or v^rosg: 

ob are my theme, let Satire be my soBg. 

Oh ! Nature's noblest gift — my grey goose-quill ! 
ive of my thoughts, obedient to my will^ 
»m from thy parent bird to form a pen , 
ut mighty instrument of little men ! 
le pen ! foredoomed to aid the mental throes 
r brains that labour, big with Verse or Prose, 
iioagh Nymphs forsake, and Critics may deride 
he Lover's solace, and the Author's pride : 

(i) IMITATION. 

« Semper ego auditor taotum ? nunquamne reponam 
« Yexatus toties rauci Theseide Codri?» 

Juvenal^ Sat. I. 

Mr. Fitzgerald, facetiously termed by Cobbett the 
Small Beer Poet, » inflicts his annual tribute of verse on 
^e « Literary Fund ; » not content with writing, be spouts 
^ person, after the company have imbibed a reasonable quan- 
^*y of bad port, to enable them to sustain the operation. 
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What Wits I what Poets dost thou daily raise I 
How frequent is thy use, how small thy praise ! 
Condemned at length to he forgotten qoite, 
Wilh all the pages which 'twas thine to write. 
But thouy at least, mine own especial pen! 
Once laid aside bat now asramed again. 
Our task complete, hke Hamet's (i) shall be firee; 
Tho' spumed by others, yet beloved by me : 
Then let us soar to-day ; no common theme, 
No Eastern vision, no distempered dream 
Inspires — our path, (hough full of thorns, is piaio; 
Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sovereign swij> 
And men through life her willing slaves obey ; 
When Folly, frequent harbinger of crime, 
Unfolds her motley store to suit the time ; 
When Knaves and Fools combined o'er all prevail. 
When Justice halts, and Right begins to fail. 
E'en then the boldest start from public sneers, 
Afraid of Shame, unknown to other fears. 
More darkly sin, by Satire kept in awe, 
And shrink from Ridicule though not from Law. 

Such is the force of Wit ! but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song ; 
The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand. 
. Still there are follies e'en for me to chace, 
And yield at least amusement in the race : 

(i) Cm Hamet Bemevgeli promises repose to his pen h 
the last chapter of Don Quixote Oh ! that our Tolnminois 
gentry would follow th« example of Cid Hamet Beves- 
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idugh wben I laugh, I seek no other fame, 
'he cry is up, and Scribblers are tnj game : 
>peed, Pegasus ! — ye strains of great and small, 
)de! Epic ! £legy, have at you all ! 
[, too, can scrawl, and once upon a time 

poured along the town a flodd of rhyme, 
i school-boy freak, unworthy praise or blame j 

printed — older children do the same. 
Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name in print ; 

Book's a Book, altho' there's nothing in't. 
ot that a Title^s sounding charm can save 
r scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave : 
his Lambb must own, since his patrician name 
ailed to preserve the spurious Farce from shame (i)« 
o matter, George continues still to write (2), 
ho' now the name is veiled from public sight, 
woved by the great example I pursue 
he self-same road, but make my own review : 
ot seek great Jeffrey's, yet, like him, will be 
s]f«coQ8tituted Judge of Poesy. 

A man must serve his time to every trade, 
dve Censure — Critics all are ready made, 
ake hackneyed jokes from Miller, got by rote, 
Vith jost enough of learning to misquote ; 
. mind well skilled to find or forg;e a fault, 
. turn for punning, call it Attic salt ; 
'0 Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 
[is pay is just ten sterling pounds per sheet: 
ear not to lie, 'twill seem a lucky hit ; 
brink not from blasphemy, ^will pass for wit; 

(i) This ingenious youth is mentioned more particularly, 
ith his production, in another place* 

{1) lo the Edinburgh Rr.viEw. 

1 * 



i 



to KNGUSH BABDSy 

Care not for feeling — ^pass your proper jest, 
And stand a critic bated, yel caressed. 

And shall we own such judgment ? no^-as sood 
Seek roses in December, ice in June ; 
Hope constancy in wind, or corn in cbaff; 
Believe a woman, or an epitapb, 
Or any ofber tbing tbat*s false, before 
You trust in critics wbo tbemselves are sore ; 
Or yield one single tbougbt to be misled 
By Jeffrey's beart, or Lambe's Boeotian head (t). 

To these young tyrants (2), by themselves nicked 
Combined usurpers on the throne of Taste; 
To these when Authors bend in humble awe, 
And hail their voice as Truth, their word as Law; 
While these are Censor^, 'twould be sin to spare'; 
While such are Critics, why should I forbear? 
But yet so near all modern worthies run, 
'Tis doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun ; 
Ifor know we when to spare, or where to stnke, 
Our Bards and Censors are so much alike. 

(3) Than should you ask me, why I venture o'er 
The path which Pope and Gifford trod before ;. 

(1) Messrs. Jeftret and Lahbx are the Alpha and OMgli 
the first and last of the Edinburgh Review ; the others m 
mentioned hereafler. 

(3) «< Stulta est Clementia , ciim tot uhique 
«— — occurras periturse parcere chartse. 

Juvenal , Sat. I. 

(3) IMITATION. 

« Cur tamen hoc potius libeat decurrere campo 
« Per quern magnus e^aos Aoruticse i^xit ahimnus: 
« Si ^acat; et placidi ralionem admittitis, edam. » 

Jupenal , Sat. I* 
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' not yet sickened, you can still proceed ; 
on ; my rbyme will tell you as you read% 

Time was, ere yet in these degenerate days 
;nobIe themes obtained mistaken praise, 
^en Sense and Wit with Poesy allied, 
fabled Graces, flourished side by side, 
rom the same fount their inspiration drew, 
idy reared by Taste, bloomed fairer as they grew. 
lien, in this happy Isle, a Pope's pure strain 
»aght the rapt soul to charm, nor sought in vain ; 
peliAed nation's praise aspired to claim, 
id raised the people's, as the poet's fame. 
ke him great Drtden poured the tide of song, 
stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong. 
ben Cowgrete's scenes could cheer, or OtwaVs melt j 
K Nature then an English audience felt^^ 
jt why theese names, or greater still, retrace. 
Then all to feebler Bards resign their place ? 
et to such times our lingering looks arc cast, 
i^en Taste and Reason with those times are past. 
ow look around, and turn each trifling page, 
nirey the precious works that please the age ; 
liis troth at least let Satire's self allow, 
fo dearth of Bards can be complained of now : 
The loaded Press beneath her labour groans, 
Lnd Printers' devils shake their weary bones, 
Yhile SouTHEif's Epics cram the creakingshelVes, 
ind Little's Lyrics shine in hot-pressed twelves* 

Thus saith the Preacher (i) ; nought beneath the sun 
^ Is new , » yet still from change to change we run : 

(i) (i EcclesiasteS; » cap. i. 



13 ENGLISH BARM, 

What varied wonders tempt us as they pass I 
The Cow-pox, Tractors, GalTanism, and Gas 
In turns appear to make the vulgar stare, 
Till the swoln bubble bursts— -and all is air ! 
Nor less new schools of poetry arise. 
Where dull pretenders grapple for the prize : 
O'er Taste awhile these Pseudo-bards prevail ; 
Each country Book-club bows the knee to BaaF, 
And, hurling lawful Genius from the throne, 
Erects a shrine and idol of its own ; 
Some leaden calf — but whom it matters not. 
From soaring Soutbet doyni to graveling Stott (f)» 

Behold ! in various throngs the scribbling crew. 
For notice eager, pass in long review : 
Each spurs his jaded Pegasus apace, 
And Rhyme-and Blank maintain an equal race^ ' 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode : * 

And Tales of Terror jostle on the road ; 
Immeasurable measures move along ; 
For simpering Folly loves a varied song, 

(i) StotTi better known in the « Morning Post » By tk 
name of Hafiz. This personage is at present the most frih 
found explorer of the Bathos. I remember, to the reiJiiPI 
family of Portugal, a special ode of Master Stott*s Wgi>- 
ning thus : 

( Stott loqoitur quoad Hibernia. } 

« Princely offspring of Braganza, 

« Erin greets thee with a Stanza, etc. etc. » 

Also a sonnet to Rats, well worthy of the subject, $nit 
most thundering ode, commencing as follows : 

« Oh ! for a Lay 1 loud as the surge 

<c That lashes Lapland's sounding shore. » 

Lord have mercy on us ! the « Lay of the last Minstrel » 
was nothing to this. 



AND SCOTCH EEVIEWERS. 1 3 

o Strange mysterious Dullness still the friend, 
dmires the strain she cannot comprehend, 
'hus Lays of Minstrels ( i)— may they be the last !— 
^D bal£-strung harps whine mournful to the blast, 
Vbile mountain spirits prate to river sprites, 
riiat dames may listen to their sound at nights ; 
ind goblin brats of Gilpin Horner's brood 
^ecQj youDg Border-nobles through the wood, 

(i) See the <c Lay of the Last Minstrel, » passim. Never 
i^as any plan so incongraous and absurd as the gronnd- 
^ork of this production- The entrance of Thunder and 
•ightning prologuishig to Bayes* Tragedy, unfortunately 
\}ies away the merit of originality from the dialogue be- 
ween Messieurs the Spirits of Flood and Fell in the first 
^aato. Then we ha?e the amiable William of Deloraine^ 
'" a stark mosstrooper, » videlicet, a happy compound of 
»oachery sheepstealer, and highwayman. The propriety of 
lis magical lady*s injunction not to read can only be equal- 
ed by his candid acknovvledgment of his independence of 
:he trammels of spelling , allhought to use his own elegant 
>hrase, « *twas his neck-verse at hairibee^ » i. e. the gallows. 

The biography of Gilpin Horner, and the marvellous pe- 
destrian page, who travelled twice as fast as his master's 
borse, without the aid of seven- leagued boots, are chefs^ 
fmuvre in the improvement of taste. For incident we have 
the invisible, but by no means sparing, box on the ear bes- 
towed on the page, and the entrance of a Knight and Charger 
into the castle, under the very natural di.«>guise of a wain 
of hay. Marmion, the hero of the latter romance, is exactly 
what William of Deloraine would have been, had he been 
able to read or write. The poem was manufactured for 
Messrs. Constable, Murray, and Miller, wor&hipful 
Booksellers, in consideration of the receipt of a sum of 
money, and, truly, considering the inspiration, it is a very 
creditable production. If Mr. Scott will write for hire, let 
bim do his best for his paymasters, but not disgrace bis ge- 
nius, which is undoubtedly great; by a repetition of black- 
letter Ballad imitations. 
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And skip at every step, I^rd knows how bigh. 
And frighten foolish babes, the Lord knows why, 
"While high-born ladies in their magic cell. 
Forbidding Knights to read who cannot speU, 
Dispatch a courier to a wizard's grave. 
And fight with honest men to shield a knave. 

r^cxt view in state, prond prancing on his roan, 
The golden-crested haughty Marmioo, 
Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the figbt, 
Not quite a Felon, yet but half a Knight, 
The gibbet or the field prepared to grace ; 
A mighty mixture of the great and base. 
And think'st thou, Scott ! by vain conceit perchance, 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance, 
Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just ha!f-a-crowii per line ? 
]No ! when the sons of song descend to trade, 
Their bays are sear, their former laurels fade. 
Let such forego the poet's sacred name, 
Who rack their brains for lucre, not for fame : 
Low may they sink to merited contempt. 
And scorn remunerate the mean attempt ! 
Such be their meed, such still the just reward 
Of prostituted Muse and hircHng Bard I 
For this we spurn Apollo's venal son. 
And bid a long, « good night to Marmion(i). » 

These are the themes that claim our plaudits now. 
These are the Bards to whom the Muse must bow : 



(i) « Good night to Marmion » — the pathetic and also pro- 
phetic pxcldinaticn of Hbkry Blocnt, EsquirC; oo the dealk 
of honesl Marmiun. 
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Willie Milton, Drtden, Pope, alike forgot^ 
Resign their hallowed Bays to Walteb ^cott. 

The time has been, when yet the Muse was yoang, 
"When Homer swept the lire, and M aro sung. 
An Epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 
'While awe-struck nations hailed the magic name : 
"Hie work of each immortal Bard appears 
The single wond er of a thousand years ( i ). 
Empires have mouldered from the face of earth, 
Tongues have expired with those who gave them birth. 
Without the gloiy such a strain can give, 
As even in ruin bids the language live. 
Kot so with us, though minor Bards content, 
On one great work a life of labour spent: 
With eagle pinion soaring to the tikics, 
Sehold the Ballad-monger Southed rise ! 
To him let Camoexs, Milton, Tasso, yield, 
Whose annual strains, like armies, take the field, 
first in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 
The scourge of England, and the boast of France ! 
Though burnt by wicked Bedford for a witch, 
Behold her statue placed in Glory's niche ; 
Her fetters burst, and just released from prison, 
A. virgin Phoenix from her ashes risen. 

(i) As the Odyssey is so closely connected with the story of 
the Iliad, they may almost be classed as one grand bisto- 
rical poem. In alluding to Milton and Tasso, wc consider 
tbe « Paradise Lost, » and « Gierusalemme Liberata » as 
their standatd eflbrtSi since neitber tbe « Jeru5»alein Con- 
qnered » of the Italian, nor tbe « Paradbe Regained, » of the 
English Bard, obtained a proportionate celebrity to their 
Cnrmer poems. Query : Which of Mr. Souiiiey*5 will sur- 
vive ? 
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Next see tremendous Tbalaba come on ( i ), 
Arabia's monstrous^ wild^ and wond'rous son ; 
DomdanieFs dread destroyer, wbo overthrew 
More mad magicians tban tbe world e'er knew. 
Immortal Hero ! all thy foes o'ercome, 
For ever reign — the rival of Tom Thumb ! 
Since startled metre fled before thy face. 
Well wert thou doomed the last of all thy race! 
Well might triumphant Genii bear thee hence, 
Illustrious conqueror of common sense ! 
Now, last and greatest, Madoc spreads his sails. 
Cacique in Mexico, and Prince in Wales; 
Tells us strange tales, as other travellers do, 
More old than Mandeville's, and not so true. 
Oh I SouTHEv, SouTHEY (2) ! ccasc thy varied song! 
A Bard may chaunt too often and too long : 
As thou art strong in verse, in mercy spare! 
A fourth, alas! were more than we could bear. 
But if, in spite of all the world can say, 
Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary way ^ 

(i) Thalaba, Mr. Soutuet^s second poem, is written 
open defiance of precedent and poetry. Mr. S. wished to p 
duce something novel, and succeeded to a miracle- Joan 
Arc was marvellons enoogh, hut Thalaba was one of th 
poems « which, in the words of PoRSOK, will he read wl 
Homer and Virgil are forgotten, hut — not till then. » 

(2) We heg Mr. Southey's pardon : « Madoc disdains 
degraded title of Epic. » See his preface. Wh^ is Epic < 
graded ? and hy whom ? Certainly the late Romavnts 
Masters Cottle, Laureat Pte, Ogilvt, Hole, and gen 
Mistress Cowlet, have not exalted the Epic Muse ; but 
Mr. SonTHET*s poem « disdains the appellation, » allow 
to ask—has he substittited any thing better in its stead.^ 
most he he content to rival Sir Rjcharp Blackmore, in t 
quantity as well as quality of his verse? 
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itill in Berkley Ballads most UDcivil, 

ou wilt devote old women to the devil (i), 

le babe unborn thy dread intent mty rue ; 

aod help tbee, » Southet, and thy readers too (2). 

Ifext comes the dull disciple of thy school^ 
ut mild apostate from poetic rule, 
le simple Wordsworth , framer of a lay 
soft as evening in his favourite May^ 
bo warns his friend n to shake off toil and trouble^ 
id quit bis bftoks for fear of growing double (3) f » 
^ho, both hy precept and example, shows 
lat prose is verse, and verse is merely prose, 
invincing all by demonstration plain, 
•etic souls delight in prose insane ; 
id Christmas stories tortured into rhyme, 
ntain the essence of the true sublime : 
las when he tells the tale of Betty Foy, 
le idiot mother of « an idiot boy ; » 
moon-struck silly lad who lost his way, 
!d, like his bard, confounded night with day (4)9 

;i) See, The Old Woman of Berkley, a Ballad by Mr. Sou- 
ET, wherein an aged Gentlewoman is carried away By Beel** 
bub, on a « high trotting horse. » 

[3) The last line, « God help thecr » is an evident pla- 
irism from the Anti-jacobin to Mr. Soutuey, on his Dae- 
ica : 
■ God help tbee, silly one. » — Poetry of the Anki'jaeobin, 

(3) Lyrical Ballads, page 4* — <*The tables tamed. » Stania L 
« Up< np my friend, and clear your looks, 

« Why all this toil and trouble ? 
« Up, up my friend, and quit your books, 
n Or surely you'll grow double. » 

ii) Mr. W. in his preface labours hard to prove that pros« 
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So close on each pathetic part he dwells. 
And each adyenture so snblimely tells, 
I'hat all who yiew the « idiot in his glory, » 
Conceive the Bard the hero of the story. ^ 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass anaoticed here , 
To turgid ode, and tamid stansa dear? 
Though tbemes of innocence amnse him best, 
Tet still obscurity's a welcome guest. 
)f inspiration should her aid refuse 
To bim who takes a Pixy for a Muse (i^ 
Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegise an ass. 
How well the subject suits his noble minci I 
« A fellow feeling makes us wond'raus kind. » 

Oh ! wondrr-iworkiog Lewis ! Monk, or Bard, 
Who fain would'st make Parnassus a church-yard I 
Lo! Wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow, 
Thy Muse a Sprite, Apollo's sexton thou ! 
Whether on ancient tombs thou tak'st thy stand. 
By gibb'ring spectres hailed, thy kindred band ; 
Or tracest chaste descriptions on thy page. 
To please the females of our modest age, 

and verse are mncb the name, and certainly his precepts !■« 
practice are strictly conformable : 

« And thus to Betty's questions he 

« Made answer, like a traveller hold, 

« The cock did crow to-whoo, to-whoo ; 

« And the sun did shine so cold : etc., etc. » 

Lyrical Ballads, page 129. 

(i) CoiERiDGE^s Poems, page 11. Songs of the Pixies. />• 
Devonshire Fairies. Page 4^) ^^ have, « Lines to a yosBf 
Lady, » and page 62, « Lines to a Young Ass. >» 



AND SCOTCH REVIEWF.RS. J 9 

ail, M. p.! (1) from whose ioferoal braio 
sheeted phaatoms glide, a grisly train ; 

hose command, « grim women » throng in crowds, 

kings of fire, of water, and of cloiids, 

I « small grey men, »-— « wild yagers^ » and what not, 

rown with honour^ thee, and Walter Scott s 

1 all hail ! If tales like thine may please, 

uke alone can vanquisb the disease ; 
Satan's self with thee might dread to dwell, 

in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 

ho in soft guise, surrounded by a choir 
rgins melting, not 1o Vesta's fire, 

sparkling eyes, and cheek by passion flushed, 
es his wild Lyre, whilst listening dames are hushed 7 
[iiTTLE ! young Catullus of his day, 
7eet, but as immoral in his lay ! 
red to condemn, the Muse must still be just, 
;pare melodious advocates of lust, 
is the flame which o'er her altar burns ; 
I grosser incense with disgust she turns: 
kind to youth, this expiation o'er, 
uds thee, w mend thy line and sin no more. » 

ir thee, translator of the tinsel song, 
rhom such glittering ornaments belong, 
rnian Strangford ! with thine eyes of Mue (2), 
boasted locks of red, or auburn hue, 

.«For every one knows little Matt*s an M.P.»*-See a 
I to Mr. Lewis, in Thb Statesman, supposed tobe 
m by Mr. Jxkyii. 

The reader wbo may wish for ati explanation of this, 
refer to «Strangfobd'sCamoeus,» page 127, note to 
56, or to the last j^age of the Edinbargh Review of 
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Whose plaintive strain each loye^sick Miss admireci 
And o'er harmonious fustian half expires. 
Learn, if thou can'st, to yield thine author's sensCi 
^or vend thy sonnets on a iialse pretence. 
Think'st thou to gain thy verse a higher place 
By dressing Camoens in a suit of lace? 
Mend, Strangford! mend thy morals and thy taste; 
Be v\rarm, but pure, be amorous, but be chaste : 
Cease to deceive; thy pilfered harp restore, 
I^OT teach the Lusian Bard to copy Moore. . 

In many marble-covered volumes view 
Havley, in vain attempting something new : 
Whether he spin his comedies in rhyme, 
Or scrawl, as Wood and Barclay walk, 'gainst titte, 
His style in youth or age is still the same ; 
For ever feeble and for ever tame. 
Triumphant first see « Temper's Triumphs » shifle! 
At least Vm sure they triumphed over mine. 
Of « Music's Triumphs » all who read may swear 
That luckless Music never triumphed there (i). 

Moravians rise ! bestow some meet reward 
On dull Devotion — lo! the Sabbath Bard, 

Strangford*s Camoens. It is also to be remarked, that Ae 
things given to the public as Poems of Camoens, are do ibhc 
to be found in the original Portuguese than in the Soag •' 
Soiomon. 

(i) Hayl£t*s two most notorious verse productions, an 
« Triumphs of Temper, » and « Triumphs of Music. » He 
has also written much Comedy in rhyme, Episdes, etc. etc. 
As he is rather an elegant writer of notes and biography, let 
us recommend Pope's Advice to Wycheelsy to Mr. H*i 
consideration ; viz. « to convert his poetry into prose,/ 
which may be easily done by taking away the fipal syllable 
of each couplet. 
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Sepulchral Grahame, pours his notes sublime, 
In mangled prose, nor e'en aspires to rhyme. 
Breaks into blank the Gospel of St. Luke, 
And boldly pilfers from the Pentateuch ; 
And undisturbed by conscientious qualms, 
Perverts the Prophets^ and purloins the Psalms (i). 

Hail Sympathy ! thy soft idea brings 
A thousand visions of a thousand things, 
And shows^ dissolved in thine own melting tears, 
Xhe maudlin Prince of mournful sonneteers. 
And art thou not their Prince, harmonious Bowies I 
Xhou .first, great oracle of tender souls? 
Whether in sighing winds thou seek'st relief^ 
Or consolation in a yellow leaf; 
'Whether thy muse most lamentably tells 
What merry sounds proceed from Oxford bells (2), 
Or, still in bells delighting, finds a friend. 
In every chime that jingled from Ostend ? 
Ah ! how much juster were thy Muse's hap. 
If to thy bells thou would'&t but add a cap ! 
Delightful Bowles ! still blessing, and still blest, 
All lov« thy strain, but children like it best. 
'Tit thine with gentle Little's moral song, 
To sooth the mania of the amorous throng ! 
With the^e our nursery damsels shed their tears, 
Ere Miss, as yet, completes her infant years : 
But in her teens thy whining powers are .vain ; 
She quits poor Bowles, for LittIe's purer strain. 

(1) Mr Grahams has poured forth two Tolame«ofGant; 
unto the name of « Sabbath Walks, » and « Biblical Pic-, 
tores. 

(a) See Bowleses Sonnets, etc. -— « Sonnet to Oxford, » 
and « Stanzas on hearing the Bells of Ostend. » 
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Now to soft themes thou scornest to coDfoe 
The lofty numbers of a harp like thine : 
u Awake a lender and a loftier strain (i), » 
Such as none beard before, or will again ; 
Where all discoTeries jumbled from the flood, 
Since first the leaky ark reposed in mod, 
By more or less^ are sung in eveiy book, 
From Captain Noab down to Captain Cook. 
Nor this alone, but pausing on the road, 
The Bard sighs forth a gentle episode (2) ; 
And gravely tells'-^attend each beanteoua Viss!— 
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 
Bowles ! in thy memory, let this precept dwdl. 
Stick to diy Sonnets, man ! at least they sell. 
But if some new-born whim, or larger bribe 
Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a seribe; 
If 'chance some bard, though once by dunce* ftardf 
Now, prone in dust, can only be revered ; 
If Pope, wht>se fame and genius firom the first 
Have foiled the best of criticf , needs the wont, 
Do thou essay; each fisiult, each.lailing acan ; . 
The first of poets was, alas! but man ! 

(1) « Awske a louder, etc. etc. is the first line inBowiis'> 
« Spirit of Ditoovery ; » a itrj spirited and pretty dvtff 
Epic. Among otker exqaiaite fines we hate the foUowiag^ ' 

« A kiss 

« Stole on th^ list^nin^; silence, never yet 

<c Here heard ; they trembled even as if the power, i* etcetc. 
**That is, the woods of Madeira trembled to a Jdss, mj 
mnch astonished, as well they might be, at sach'a-pheio- 

meson. 

■ ■ ■ . • ' 

(a) The Episode above alluded to; is the story of «lokrt 
a Machin, » and « Anna d'Arfet, » a pair of coMttit 
lovecs, who perlmrined the kiss above<me«iki6ned,'that staitM 
the woods of Madeira. 
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e from each ancient dunghill ev'ry pearl, 

suit Lord Fanny, and confide in Gurll ( i ) ; 

all the scandals of a former age 

zIl on thy peo and flutter o'er thy page ; 

ct a candour which thou can'st not feel| 

the envy in the gacb of honest zeal ; 

ite as if St. John's soul could stiU inspirei 

I do from hate what (2) Mai^let did for hire. 

! had'st thou lived in that congenial time, 

rave with It^EfifmSf and with Ralph to r hym e (3), 

onged wiA die rest around his living head, 

: raised thy hoof against the Hon dead, 

leet reward had crowned thy glorious gains, 

L linked thee to the Dunciad for thy puns (4)* 

nother Epiic ! who inflicts again 

re books of blank upon the sons of men ? 

otiao GoTTLi, rich Bristowa's boast, 

»orts old flfteries from the Cambrian coast, 

■ 

l) GimiA Is oiie of the heroes of the Banciad, and was 
kokseller. Lof dFaany is the poetical name of Lord H£&- 
, author of « Lines to the Imitator of Horace. » 

1) Lord Box.iire9AoxjE hired Mailbt to traduce Pope after 
deceaM, because the Poet had retained som^ copies of a 
'k by lord Bo;.ii¥GBao(B (the Patriot KingJ, which that 
ndidy but malignant genius, had ordered to be destroyed. 

3)l)snHis, the critic, and Ralph, the rhymester. 

« SikoM, ft waives ! while lUlph to Crothia bow^, 
« Making miglH hiiaona, answer him ye owls I 

.Dnnoiadf 

4) ^ Bowles's tate edition of Pope*s works, for whieh 
received 3oo pounds : thus Mr. B. has experienced how 
ch easier it U to profit by the reputation of anoAer^ than 
elevate his own. 
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And sends his goods to market — all alive ! 
Lines forty-thousand, Cantos twenty-five ! 
Fresh fish from Helicon ! who'Jl buy ? who'll boy? 
The precious bargain's cheap — in faith not I. 
Too much in turtle Bristol's sons delight, 
Too much o'er bowls of Aad prolong the ni^t : 
If commerce fills the purse she clogs the brain, 
And Amos Cottle strikes the Lyre in vain. 
In him an author's luckless lot heboid ! 
Condemned to make the books which once He sdU. 
Oh ! Axos Cottle ! Phcebus ! — what a name 
To fill the speaking trump of fiiture fame !— 
Oh ! Axos Cottle ! for a moment think 
Wlmt meagre profits spring from pen and ink !. 
When thus devoted to poetic dreams, 
Who will peruse thy prostituted reams ? 
Oh 7 pen perverted ! paper misapplied ! 
Had (i) Cottle still adorned the counter^s sidoi 
Bent o'er the desk, or, bom to useful toils, 
Been taught to make the paper which he soils, 
Ploughed, delved, or plied the oar vrith lusty linbf 
He had not sung of Wales, nor I of him. 

As Sisyphus against the infernal steep 
Rolls tbe huge rock, whose motions ne'er may skepi 
So up thy hill, amhrosial Richmond! heaves 
Dull Maurice (2) all his granite weight of leaves: 

(1) Mr. Cottlb, Alios or Joseph, I don't know which, bri 
one or both, once sellers of hooks they did not wiitef 9ti 
now writers of books that do not sell, hare published t pair if 
Epics. « Alfred » ( poor Alfred ! Pye has been at him toa!) 
« Alfred » and the « Fall of Cambria. » 

(a) Mr. Maurice hath manufactured the component putt 
of a ponderous quarto^ upon the beauties of « RicluBoni 
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nootfay solid monnnients of mental pain! 

he petrifactions of a plodding brain, 

Iiat ere they reach the top fall lumbering back again. 

lYith broken lyre and check serenely palq, 
<o ! sad Alcjeus wanders down the vale ! 
'longb {air they rose, and might have bloomed at last , 
lis hopes have perished by the northern blast : 
ippfd in the bad by Caledonian gales, 
[is blossoms wither as the blast prevails ! 
^er his lost works let classic Sheffield weep; 
lay no rude hand disturb their early sleep (i) I 

Yet, say ! why should the Bard, at once, resign 
Gs claim to favour from the sacred Nine ? 
''or ever startled by the mingled howl 
}f Northern wolves that still in darkness prowl : 
I coward brood which mangle as they prey, 
iy hellish instinct, all that cross their way : 
Iged or young, the living or the 4ead, 
^o mercy find, — these harpies must be fed. 
iVhy do the injured nnreasting yield 
rhe calm possession of their native field ? 
KThy tamely thus before their fangs retreat, 
!9or hunt the bloddhounds back to Arthuk's seat (2)? 

Rill, » and the like : — it also takes in a charmiag view of 
rvmliaBi Green, Hammersmith, Brentford, Old and New, 
ind the parts adjacent. 

(1) Poor MoHTGOiiERT ! though praised by every English 
levif w. has been bitterly reviled by the EoniBriiGH. After 
lU, the' Bard of Sfaelfield it a man of considerable f^enins : 
!iis « Wanderer of Switzerland » is worth a thoasand « Ly- 
■ical itallads, » and at least fifty « Degraded Epics. » 

(a) A&TBi7ii*s seat ; the hill which overhatjss Edinburgh. 
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Health to immortal Jeffrey ! onefe, In lualM, 
England could boast a judge almost the same: 
In soul so bke, so mereiful, yet just. 
Some think that Satan has resigned his trust, 
And given the Spirit to the world again, 
To sentence Letters, as he sentenced men ; 
With hand less mighty, but wiA heart as Madi 
With voice as willing to decree the tack ; 
Bred in the Courts betimes, though all that law 
As yet hath taught him is to find a fl^rw/ 
Since well instructed in the patriot school 
To rail at party, though a party tool, 
Who knows ? if chance his patrons should restore 
Back to the sway they forfeited before, 
His scribbling toils some recoApeAse m^y lAeet, 
And raise this Daniel to the Jncfgtneftt Sif^t. 
Let Jeffret's shade indulge the pious hop^. 
And greeting thus, present him with a ropt : 
« Heir to my virtues ! man 6f 6qual inind ! 
« Skilled to condemn at to traddce tAdokiiid, 
n This cord receive ! for thee reserved with care, 
M To yield in judgment, and at length to wear* « 

Health to great Jeffrey ! Heaven pteserve kift I^i 
To flourish on the fertile shorei of FiJb) 
And guard it sacred in his future wars. 
Since anthors sometimes seek the fi^of Mati! 
Can none remember that eventful day, 
That ever glorious, almost. fatal fray, 
When Little's leadless pistol met his eye, 
And Bow-street Hynuidons stood lailgUpg hjr ? (i) 

(i) In 1806, Messrs. JfsFFBXT and Mooai met at Ghtft- 
Farm. The duel was prevented by the interference of ikt 
Msjpstracy ; and, on examinatiop, the balls of thtf piilohi 
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Ii ! day lUsastroiis ! on her Orm set rwk 

uaedio's castk felt a secret shock ; 

ark rolled the sympathetic wares of Forth, 

ow groaned the startled whirlwinds of the North ; 

WEED mflled half his wave to form a tear, 

he other half pursaed its caJm career (i) ; 

BTHUft's steep iWRBnt nodded to its base, 

'he sari J Tolbooth scarcely kept her place; 

he Tolbooth fek — for.marble sometimes can, 

^ such occasional feel as much as man — 

he ToU>ooth feh defrauded of his charms 

r Jeffrey died, except within her arms (2) : 

'ay, last not least, on that portentous moro 

he sixteenth story where himself was boro^ 

is patrimonial garret feU to ground, 

nd pale Edhia shuddered at the sound : 

trewed were the streets around with milk-white reams, 

lowed aH the Canongate with inky streams ; 

his of his oandotir seemed the sahle dew, 

hat of Ui ralonr shewed the bloodless hoe, 

u. the conrage of the combatants, were found to have eva- 
•rated. This incident gave occasion to much wa|;gery in the 
iHy ininu. ' 

(1) The Tweed here behaved wirii proper ^eeonmi ; it 
oiild have been highly reprehensible in the English hsif 
the Ri?er to have shewn the smalUst sympton of 2^re- 



(a) This display of sympathy on the part of the Tolbooth, 
fcc Ipfincipal prison in Ediobaigh } which truly seems to 
Me been most affected en this occasion, is math to be 
oHiended, Ii was to be appcebepdad, (bat the many un- 
ippy criaiaak eycicnlctd in the froalt, night have r^udoicJ 
le edifice more callers* She is said to be of the softrr sex, 
waase her delicacy of feeling on this day was truly icuii- 
ne, thooghiUke most feminine impalses, perhaps ^ liii^^^ 
llfish. 
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And all with justice deemed the two combined 

The mingled emblems of his mighty mind. 

But Caledonia's Goddess hovered o'er 

The field, and saved him from the wrath of MooiB} 

From either pistol snatched the vengeful lead. 

And strait restored it to her {avoarite's head. 

That head, with greater than magnetic power, 

Caught it, as Danae the golden shower, 

And, though the thickening dross will scarce refiiSf 

Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 

u My son, >* she cried, « ue'er thirst for gore igsiii 

u Resign the pistol, and resume the pen ; 

n O'er politics and poesy preside, 

u Boast of thy country and Britannia's guide I 

<i For long as Albion's heedless sons submit, 

.< Or Scottish taste decides on English wit, 

» So long shall last thine unmolested reign, 

( Nor any dare to take thy name in vain. • 

'( Behold a chosen band shall aid thy plan, 

< And pwn thee chieftain of the critic clan* 

u First in the ranks illustrious shall be seen 

K The travelled Thane ! Athenian Aberdeen (i)* 

M Herbert shall wield Thor*s hammer (2), and somellii 

(c In gratitude thoult praise bis rugged rbynies. 

(1) His Lordship has been mach abroad, is aMenWr^^ 
the Athenian Society, and Reviewer of « Qsix's Tofogil|hT 
of Troy. » 

(a) Mr. Herbert is a translator of Icelandic and ell* 
poetry. One of the principal pieces is a i^Song on the Bccs^ 
very of TnoE^s Hammer : » the translation is a fkmt^ 
chapnt in the Tnlgar tongne, and ended thus :— - 

« Ipstead ofmoney and rings, I wot, 
« The hammer*s braises were her lot, 
ft Thus Odin's son hb hammer gQt » 
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Sitaug Stdney (1) too thy bitter page ^ball seek, 
And classic Hallam(2) much I'enowned for Greek. 
Scott may perchance his name and influence lend^ 
And paltry Pjllans (3) shall traduce his friend ; 
While gay Thalia^s luckless votary, Lambe(4)> 
As he himself was damned ^ shall try to damn. 
Known by the name I unbounded be thy sway I 
Thy Holland's banquets shall each toil repay; 
While grateful Britain yields the praise she owes^ 
To Holland's hirelings, and to Learning's foes. 
Yet mark one caution, ere thy next Review 
Spread its hght wings of Saffiron and of BluCi 

(i) The Rbv. Stdnet Smith, the reputed Author ofPetet 
lymley's Letters, and sundry criticisms. 

(1) Mr. Hallam reviewed Patne Knight^s Taste, and 
'as eiceedingly severe on some Greek verses therein : it was 
ot discovered that the lines were Pindar*s, ,till the press 
cndered it impossible to cancel the critique, which still 
lands an everiasting monument of Hallam*s ingenuity. 

The said Hallam is incensed, because he is falsely accus- 
d, seeing that he never dineth at Holland House. — If this 
c tntf I am sorry — not for having said so, but on his ac- 
nunt/ as I understand his Lordship*s feasts are preferable 
his compositions. — If he did not review Lord Holland\s 
lerformance, I am glad, because it must have been painfal 
o read-, and irksome to praise it. If Mr. Hallam will tell me 
who did review it, the real name shall find a place in the 
tcit, provided, nevertheless the said name be of two orlho- 
i«i musical syllables, and will come into the verse; till then, 
HaUiAM must stand for want of a better. 

(3) Pillans is a tutor at Eton. 

(4) The honourable G. Lambb reviewed <t B£RESford*s 
Miseries, >» and is moreover Author of a Farce enacted with 
■KQch applause at the Priory, Staumore ; and damned with 
great expedition at the late Theatre, Covent-Garden. It was 
•atide J « Whistle for It. » 
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tc Beware lest blundering I3boughaii(i) dflffiray tWs 
« Turn Beef to Bannocks, Cauliflowers to Kail. » 
Thus haying said, the kilted Goddess kist 
Her $on, and vanished in a Scottish ini3t(a}. 
Illustrious Holland ! — ^hard wotild be his lot. 
His hirelings mentioned, and himself forgot ! . 
Holland, with Henry Petty at his back, 
The whipper-in and huntsman of the pack. 
Blest be the banquets spread at Holland Hoose, 
Where Scotchmen feed, and Critics may carouse ! 
Long, long beneath that hospitable roof. 
Shall Grub-street dine, while duns are kept doef. 
See honest Hallam lay aside his fork, 
Resume his pen, review his Lordship's woik, 

(i) Mr. Brougham, in No. XXV of the Ediii]iiil|^ Be 
view, throughout the article concerning Don Pedro deC^ 
vallos, has displayed more politics than policy : niaay of-Ai 
worthy Burgesses of Edinburg being so incensed at tbi ^ 
famous principles it evinces, as to have withdrawn llieir«4 
scriptions. 

It seems that Mr. Bbougbah is not a Pict, as I vappasci 
but a Borderer, and his name is pronovnced Broom, tut 
Trent to Tay j— So be it 

(a) I ought to apologise to the wordiy Deities for iatit 
dncing a new Goddess with short petticoats to their notici 
bnty alas ! what was to be done? I could not say Caleloafa 
Genius, it being well known there is no Genius to be foil 
from Clackmannan to Caithness ; yet without anpcrMM 
agency, how waa Jefiirey to be saved ? The national « U 
pies, » etc. are too unpoetical, and the « Brownies • M 
« gode neighbours, » (spirits of a good disposilioB} refoM 
to extricate him. A Goddess therefore has been called k 
the purpose, and great ought to be ihe gratitude of ftMsff 
seeing it is the only communicadoa be ever bald, or is lifce4 
to hold, withany thing heavenly. 
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jaA grateful te tli^ fonuder of the feast, 
declare bis landlord cw tr^msl^u, at leail (i)! 
lunedin ! view tby children vfith delight, 
?hey write for food, and feed because they write : 
knd lesfy when beatAd with th' wiuaoal grape, 
^ome glowing thoughts should to the press escape, 
knd tinge with mi the female reader's cheek, 
y[y lady shims the cream .of each critiqqe ; 
Scathes o'er the page her purity of soul, 
Reforms each error., and i^fines the whole (x). 

Now to the Prima turn-r-oh ! rnotl^ sight ! 
KVhat preciops scenes the wondering eyes intite I 
Puns, and a iprinc^ wJAiu a ha^rel pent (3), 
iind Dibdin's nonsense yield complete coi^ent. 
Though now, ltM»k Hea^cen ! d^e Rosciomania's o'er, 
And fiiU-grown actors are endured once more ; 
Vtt, what avails their vain attempts to please. 
While British crimes suffer scenes like theae? 
While Retnolds ventshis «daion$,poohs,and zoimds(4),» 
And common place, and common aense con&unds ? 

(i) Lord H. has translated tome specinens of Lope de 
Vega, inserted in his li(e of the Author : both are bepraised 
by his disinterested guests. 

(a) Certain it is, her Ladyship is soi^ctcd of having dis- 
flayad her matchless wit in the Edinburgh Review : however 
that may he, we know from good authority, that the ma- 
■ascripta are submitted to her perusal—no doubt for corr 
ie(raoBt 

(3) In the melo-dnme of Tekely, that heroic prince is 
dipt into a barrel on the stage, a new aisylyin for distressed 
heroes. 

(4) All these are favp.uriie e^cpces^ons of ]K(r. R. and 
{Prominent in his Comedies, living and defunct. 
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While Keuny'^ World just saffered to proceed, 

Proclaims the audience very kind indeed ? 

And Beaumont's pilfered Caratacli affords 

A tragedy complete in all but words (i) ? 

Who but must mourn, while these are all the rage. 

The degradation of our vaunted stage 7 

Heavens ! is all sense of shame, and talent gone? 

Have we no living Bard of merit 7 — none 7 

Awake, George Colman, Cumberland, awake! 

Ring the alarum bell, let folly quake I 

Oh ! Sheridan ! if aught can move thy pen, 

Let Comedy resume her throne again, 

Abjure the mummery of German schools, 

Leave new Pizarros to translating fools; 

Give as thy last memorial to the age, 

One classic drama, and reform the stage. 

Gods ! o'er those boards shall Folly rear her head 

Where Garricr trod, and Kemdle lives to tread? 

On those' shall Farce display buffoonery's mask, 

And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask ? 

Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 

Fiom Cherry, Skeffington, and Mother Goosk? 

While Shakespeare, Otway, Massinger, forgot, 

On stalls must moulder, or in closets rot? 

Lo ! with what pomp the daily priuts proclaim 

The rival candidates for Attic fame ! 

In grim array though Lewis' spectres rise, 

Still Skeffington and Goose divide the prise. 

And sure great Skeffington must claim our praise, 

For skirtless coats, and skeletons of plays, 

(i) Mr. T. Sheridan, the new Manager of Bniry'Ii* 
Theatre, stripped the Tragedy of Bonduca of the Dialoc* 
vid exhibited the scenes as the spertacles of CaracttcV' 
Was this worthy of his sire ? or of himself? 
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Renowned alike ; yrhiose genius ne'er confines 
Her fligbt to garnish Greeftwood's gay designs (i); 
Nor sleeps with « Sleeping Beauties, » but anon 
In fiye facetious acts coines thundering on (2), 
While poor John Bull, bewildered with the scene^ 
Stares, wondering what the devil it can mean ; 
But as some hands applaud, a venal few ! 
Rather than sleep, why John applauds it too. 

Such are we now, ah! wherefore should we turn 
To what our fathers were, unless to mourn ? 
Degenerate Britons ! are ye dead to shame, 
Or, kind to dullness, do you fear to blame ? 
Well may the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Naldi's face ; 
Well may they smile on Italy's bufibons. 
And worship Gatalani*s pantaloons (3), 
Since their own Drama yields no fairer trace 
Of wit than puns, of humoiur than grimace. 

Then let Ausonia, skilled in every art 
To soften manners, but corrupt the heart, 
Pouf her exotic follies o'er the town, 
To sanction Vice and hunt decorum ioym : 

(1) Mr. Greenwood is, we belicTe, Scene-Paioter to 
Dmry-Lane Theatre —as such Mr. S. is nmch indebted to 
him. 

(a) Mr. S. is the illnstrioos author of the « Sleeping 
Bcanty : » and some Comedies, particularly « Maids and Ba- 
chelors, >» Baccalaurei baculo niagis qoim lauro digni. 

(3) Naidi aad Catalani require little notice, — for the 
vitife of the one, and the salary of the olher» will enable us 
long to recollect these amusing vagabonds ; besides, we are 
ftitt biaek and bhie from the squeeze on the first night of ^ 
the Lady's appearance in tro wsevs. .. 

2* 
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Let i^edded strumpets languish o'er DESBATUy 
And bless the promise which his Ibrm displays ; 
While Gayton bounds before the enraptured lookf 
Of hoary Mai quises, and stripling Didues : 
Let high-4)orn letchers ey€ the hvdy Preale 
Twill her light limbs that spurn die needless veil ; 
Let Aogiolini haVe her breast of snow, 
Wave the white arm and point the pliaiit toe ; 
CoDini trill her love^-iospiring song. 
Strain her fair neck and charm the listening throag! 
Raise not your scythe. Suppressors of our Vice ! 
Reforming Saints ! too delicately nice ! 
By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save, 
No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shave, 
And beer undrawn and beards unmown disj^y 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day. 

Or, hail at once the patron and the pile 
Of vice and folfy, Greville and Argylc(i) ! 

(i) To prevent any blunder, such as mistaking a street 
for a man, I beg leave to state, that it is (he InttitQtioB, sii 
not the Duke of that name, which is here alladed to. 

A gentleman with whom I am slightly acqoainted, lastk 
the Argyle Rooms several thousand pounds at Backgas- 
mon ; it is but justice to the manager in this instance toisji 
that some degree of disapprobation was manifested ; hat vliy 
are the implements of gaming allowed in a place devotcdfs 
the society of both sexes ? A pleasant thing for the wivei 
ihd daughters of those who are bUst or cnrsed with saA 
connections, to hear the Billiard-tables rattling in one roaB» 
and the dice in another ! That this is the caae I myself caa 
testify, as a late unworlhy member of an Institution whilk 
naterially affects the morals of the higher orderj, while lbs 
lowQff may not«ven move to the sound of a tahor and f ddk 
without a chance of indictneot for riotous behaviour. 
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Where yoQ proud palace, F^tiiojii'is hallowed fane, 

Spreads ^ride her portaU for 4he motley traio. 

Behold the new PeUoaius (i) of the day. 

The Arbiter of pleasure and of play I 

There the hired Eunuch, die Hesperian choir, 

The melting luto, the soft lascivious lyre. 

The song from Italy, the step from France, 

The midnight orgy, and the mazy dance, 

The smile of beauty, and theilush of wine. 

For fops, fools, gaiqesters, knaves, and Lords combine : 

Each to his humour, — Gomus all allows ; 

Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour's spouse. 

Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade ! 

Of piteous ruin, whicli ourselves have made ; 

In Plenty's sunshine Foitune's minions bask. 

Nor think of Poverty, except « en masque, » 

When for the night some lately tilled ass 

Spears the beggar which his grandsire was. 

The curtain dropped, the gay Burletta o'er, 

The audience take their turn upon the floor ; 

Nownmnd the room. the circling dow'|;ers sweep, 

Now in loose waltz the thin-clad daughters leap : 

The first in lengthened line majestic swim, 

The last display the free , unfettered hmb : 

Those foj I^bernia's lusty sons repair 

W^ t^l t);^ ^harmsjwhich Nature,couId not spare; 

Uwiye alter husbands wing their eager flight,, 

Vor ba^ maoh mystery for the nuptial night. 

•:OhJ Uelt retrelits of infamy and ettsel 

'Where, all forgotteiibut the power to ptease, 

■'■.'■ 

'«'•(■) 'PllmniiV, « AjrUtcr elegantisram » to Nero, « and a 
«e«f pMttyfeUow in hn day, » as Mr. GomaEyx^s Oid 
bachelor taith. 
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£arh maid may give a loose to genial ihoiiglity 

£at h swain may teach new systems , or be taught : 

There the blithe youngster , just returned from SpaiD. 

Cuts the light pack, or calls the rattling main ; 

The jovial Caster's set , and seven's th6 nick, 

Or — done!— -a thousand on the coming trick! 

If mad with loss, existence 'gins to tire, 

And all your hope or wish is to expire. 

Here's Powell's pistol ready for your life, 

And, kinder still, a Paget for your wife. 

Fit consummation of an earthly race 

Begun in folly, ended in disgrace, 

While none but ipenials o'er the bed of death, 

Wash thy red wounds , or watch thy wavering breitli; 

Traduced by liars, and forgot by all. 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl. 

To live like Clodius (i), and like Falkxand (2] fall. 

Tnith ! rouse some genuine Bard; and guide his baud 

To drive this pestilence from oiTt the land. 

Even I — least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 

Just skilled to know the right and chuse the wrong, 

(i) Mutato nomine 

De te fabuU narrator. 

(a) I knew the late Lord Falkland well. On SMsf 
night I beheld him presiding at his own table, in all lit 
honest pride of hospitality ; on Wednesday morning at Am 
o'Clockf I saw, stretched before me, all that rrraahicdof 
courage, feeling, and a host of passions. He was a gallant 
and saccessful officer ; his faults were the laaks of a.saHer, 
as such, BritoBs will forgive them. He died like a bcavc 0* 
m a better caose ; for had he fallen in like manner oi fkt 
deck ef the frigate to which he was jost a|ipQintc4> bji Im* 
moments would have been held up. by his ciiuotwjmtf 
ciample to succeeding heroes. 
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Freed at that age wheu Reasoa's shield is lost 

To fight my course through Passion's countless host, 

Whom every path of pleasure's flowery way 

I^as lured in turn, and all have led astray — 

£'en I must raise my voice, e'en I must feel 

Such scenes, sueh men destroy the public weal : 

Altho* some kind, censorious friend will say, 

« What art thou better, meddling fool, than they ? » 

And every Brother Rake will smile to see 

That Miracle, a Moralist in me. 

No matter — when some Bard in virtue strong, 

GtFFORO perchance, shall raise the chastening song, 

Then sleep my pen fur ever 1 and my voice 

Be. only heard to hail him and rejoice ; 

Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise ; though I 

May feel the lash that virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller fry, who swarm in shoals^ 
From siily Hafiz (i) up to simple Bowles, 
Why should we call them from iheir dark abode, 
Iq broad &t. Giles's or in Tottenham Road ? 
Or ( since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse ) from Bond-street, or the Square ? 
If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 
Meft wisely doomed to shun the public sight, 
'What harm ? iri spite of every critic elf, 
Sir T. may read his stanzas , to himself; 

(i) What woald be the sentiments of the .Persian Ana- 
Creon, Huiz, could he rise from his iiplcndid sirpulchre at 
$heflffai« where he reposes with FEHDorsiand Sadi, tlie Orien- 
tal Hoiua And Catcullus, and behold bis nam^ assumtd by 
one Stott of DaoHORS, the most, impudent and e>c^i:»Vl« 
of literary poachers for the Daily' ?risU ? 
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Miles Aicdrewj still his stceagth in cai^ts ttj^ 

And live in [vologues , thoogh Ids drAnuis dJie. 

Lords too are Bard3 : such ihings 9lt timet b^bU, 

And 'tis some praise in Peers to write at all. 

Yet, did or taste or reason €way the tiines, 

Ah ! ^ho would take their titks with tludr jikjFV^* 

Roscommon I Sheffield I with your spirits Aed, 

Mo future laurels deck a.noh]e head; 

No Muse will cheer, with renovating amiley 

The paralytic puling of C^HLtfiLE : 

The puny Schoolboy and Us early lay 

Men pardon , if his follies pass away ; 

But who forgives the Senior's ceaseless verse^ 

Whose hairs grow hoary as his riiymes grow worse 

What heterogeneous honours deck the Petri 

Lord, rhymester, petit^maitre, pamphleteer (i)! 

So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age, 

His scenes alone had damned onr sinking stjigei 

But Managers for once cried, « hold, enough ! 

Nor drugged their audience with the tragic Hoff. 

Yet at their judgment let his Lordship laugh, 

And case his volumes in copgenial calf: 

Yes ! dofi* that covering where Morocco shines. 

And hang a calf-skin (2) on those recreant lines. 

(i) The Earl of Carlisle has lately publiahed an ci^ 
penny pamphlet on the state of the Sta^e, and offers kii f 
for buildinfr a new theatre : it is to he hoped his Lotib 
will he permitted to bring forward any thing for the tti 
eicept his own tragedies, 
(ft) « Doff that lion^s hide : 

« And hang a calf-skin on those recreant lambs. » 

Shak. : XivG Jc 
lord G.*s works, inost resplendendy bound, farm a eos 
cnoiis ornament to his book-shelves : 

« The rest is A\ hot leather and prunella. >• 
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With jonfjt Druids! rich in native lead, 
^o daily scribble for your daily bread ; 
7itb ymi I war not : Gifsord's heavy hand 
M crushed, without renorscy your numerons band. 
Ni , « all the Talents » Tent your venal s^plecn, 
Van! jonr defence , kt Pity be your screen. 
«t Monodies on Fox regale your crew, 
JoA Mdville's Mai^e (i) prove a Blanket too ! 
hit conmKin Lethe waits each hapless Bard, 
^nd peace be with you ! 'tis your best reward, 
iich damuiig fame as Dunciads ooly give 
•oaU bid your lines beyond a morning live ; 
»Qt now at aaace your fleetiiig labours close, 
Tith names of greater note in blest repose. 
*sr be't from me unkindly to upbraid 
^^ lovely -fiosA's prose in masquerade, 
'Hose strains, the faitbiiil echoes of her mind, 
'^ve wondering comprehension fsr behind (a). 
"ikoogh Ciiisca's bards no more our jonrnab fill, 
^e stragglers skirmish round their columns still ; 
^H of the howling host which once was Bell's, 
ATiLDA sniveb yet, and Hafiz yells ; 
id Mbebit's metaphors appear anew, 
tain'd to the signature of 0. P. Q. (3) 

(t) Melville's Mantle, a parody on « Elijah's Mantle, » 
^m. 

(a) This loTtly little Jessica, the daughter of the aoted 
w &—, seems to he a follower of the Delia Crusca School, 
d has pnUisbed two Tolumts of very:respe€tahl•absardi- 
8 in rhyme, as times |o ; besides sundry novels in tba 
le of the first edition of the Monk. 

[3} These are the signatures of Tsrions worthies who fi- 
re in the poetical departments of the newspapers. 
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When some brisk youth, the tenaot of a stall, 
Employs a pen less pointed than his awl. 
Leaves his snag shop, forsakes his store of shoes, 
St. Crispin quits, and cobbles for the Muse, 
Heavens ! how the vulgar stare ! how croyrds applad! 
How ladies read, and Literati laud ! 
If chance some wicked wag should pass his jest, 
'Tis sheer ill-nature ; don't the world know best? 
Genius must guide when wits admire the rhyme, 
And Gapel Lofft ( i ) declares 'tis quite sublime. 
Hear , then , ye happy sons of needless trade ! 
Swains I quit the plough, resign the useless spade : 
Lo ! Burns and Bloomfield (2), nay, a greater br, 
GiFFORD was born beneath an adverse star, 
Forsook the labours of a servile state, 
Stemmed the rude storm and triumphed over Fate : 
Then why no more ? if Phoebus smiled on yoa, 
Bloomfield I why not on brother Nathan too? 
Him too the Mania, not the Muse, has seiied ; 
Not inspiration , but a mind diseased : 
And now no Boor can seek his last abode, 
No common be enclosed , without an ode. 
Oil ! since increased refinement deigns to smile 
On Britain's sons, and bless our genial Isle, 
Let Poesy go forth, pervade the whole, 
Alike the rustic, and mechanic soul : 

(1) Capel Lofft, Esq. the Maecenas ofshoemaken.ii' 
Preface-writer- General to distressed rersemen ; a Idai * 
gratis Accoucheur to those who wish to be delivered •> 
rhjme, but do not know how to bring it forth. 

(a) See Nathaniel Bloomfield 's ode, elegy, or wW- 
ever he or any one else chooses to call it^ od the endostf^ 
of « Honington Green. » 
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e tuneful cobblers! still your notes prolong, 
U>inpo5e at once a slipper and a song ; 
»o shall tbe fair your handiwork peruse ; 
Tour sonnets sure shall please — peihaps your shoes, 
^y Moorland (i) weayers boast Pindaric skill, 
knd taylors' lays be longer than their bill ! 
Wiile punctual beanx reward the gi*ateful notes, 
kxA pay for poems — when they pay for coats. 

To the fiuned throng now paid the tribute due, 
EVeglected Genius ! let me turn to yon. 
Come forth, oh CaUpbell ! (2) gire thy talents scope ; 
Who dares aspire if thou must cease to hope ? 
^ud thdn , melodious Rogers ! rise at last, 
Kecal the pleasinfg memory of the past ; 
^se! let blest remembrance still inspire, 
^ud strike to wonted tones thy hallowed lyre ? 
Restore Apollo to his vacant throne, 
Uaert thy country's honour and' thine own. 
Vhat ! must deserted Poeify still weep 
Vhere her last hopes with pious Cowper sleep? 
^idess, perchance, from his cold bier she turns, 
^o deck the turf that wraps her minstrel. Burns ! 
'o! tho* contempt hath marked the spurious brood, 
'he race who rhyme from folly, or for food ; 
^et still some genuine sons 'tis her's to boast, 
^o, least affecting, still affect the raost^ 

(i) Vide M Recollections of a Weaver in tbe Moorlands 
•f Staffordshire. » 

(a) It would he superfluous to recal to the mind of the 
cader, the author of « The Pleasures of Memory » and 

The pleasures of Hope, » the most beautiful Didactic 
oems in cor language, if we except Pope*s Essay on Man: 
»at so many poetasters have started up, that even the namtts 
»f CAVfBSLL and Rogers are become strange. 
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Feel as they write, and write hnt as fhtej foeW- 
Bear witness Gifford, Sotbebt, MAOiEa (i). 

(c Why slumbers Gifford? once was asked in lai 
Why slumbers Gifford ? let us ask again. 
Are there no follies for bis pen to purge 7 
Are there no fools whose backs demand the 8cpiii| 
Are there no sins for Satire's Bard to greet? 
Stalks not gigautic Vice in every street ? 
Shall Peers or Princes tread pollution's padiy 
And 'scape alike the LaWs and Muse's wratk? 
Mor blare with guilty glare through fntore time, 
Eternal beacons of consuannate orime ? 
Arouse thee, Gifford! be thy promise daimedi 
Make bad men better , or at least adttmed* 

Unhappy Wsite (3) I while life was in iu spii 
And thy young Muse just waved her joyMS wiog 
The spoiler came ; and a)l thy promise fisir 
Has sought the frave , to deep for erer thevc. 

(0 Gifford, andior •£ the Bsviad and Mssri^, tin 
satires of the day, and Translator of Jov^nal. 

SoTHEBY, translator of Wieland's Oberon, and T 
Georgics, and author of Saul, an epic poem. 

Macnih., whose poems are de*erTedly popidar; pa 
larlj « ScoTLAVD*S' Scaith, er the Waes of War, » of' 
ten thousand copies were sold in one month. • 

(2) Mr. Gifford promised pnblicly that the Basi;ia 
M«viad should not be his last original works : let bj 
member ; « Mox in reluctantes lU^cones. » 

(3) Hrnrt KqucB Wuvte died at Cambridge m Q 

i8o6y in consequence of too much exertion in the pat 

studies that would have' matured a mind which diaeaj 

poTcrty could not impair, and which Death ititlf des 

rather than subdued. His poems abound in soeh h 
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^1i ! what a DoUe heart was here undone, 
^hen Science'self destroyed her favourite 6on ! 
ITes ! she too much indulged thy fond pursuit, 
Elie sowed the seeds, hut death has reaped the fruit. 
Xwas thine own Genius gave the final blow, 
^nd helped to plant the wound that laid thee low-i 
So the struck Eagle stretched upon the plain, 
No more through rolling clouds to soar again, 
Viewed his own feather on the fatal dart, 
And winged the shaft that quivered in his heart : 
Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feel 
Be nursed the pinion which impelled the steel, 
While the same plumage that had warmed his nest 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast. 

There be, who say in these enlightened days 
That splendid lies are all the Peers praise } 
That strained invention, ever on ihe wing. 
Alone impels the modem Bard to sing : 
^iB true, that all who rhyme, nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that fatal word to Genius — Trite ; 
Tet Troth sometimes will lend her noblest fires, 
W decorate the verse herself inspires : 
Hiis fact in Virtue's name let Crabbe attest, 
HuNi^ I9atnre*s sternest Painter, yet the best. 

And here let Shec (i) and Genius find a plaoe, 
Vboie pen and pencil yield an equal grace ; 

I flMifC iaprcM tiie reader with the livflkat regret that so 
NMFt a ftriod was allotted to talents, whieh would have 
Ig^ififid even the sacred fonctions he was destined to 



(i) Mr. SnBB^ author af « Bhymes on Art, » and « Sle- 
enta of Art. » 
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To guide whose hand the sister Arts comhiiiei 
And trace the Poet's, or the Painter's line ; 
Whose magic touch can hid the canvass gloW) 
Or pour the easy rhyme's harmonioas flow, 
While honours doubly merited attend 
The Poet's rival, but the Painter's friend. 

Blest is the man I who dares approach the bower 
Where dwelt the Muses at their natal hour ; 
Whose steps have pressed, whose eye has marked abi 
The clime that nursed the sons of song and war, 
The scenes which Glory still must hover o'er ; 
Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore t 
But doubly blest is he, whose heart expands 
With hallowed feelings for those classic lands i 
Who rends the veil of ages long gone by, 
And views their remnants with a poet's eye ! 
Wright (i) ! 'twas thy happy lot at once to view 
Those shores of gloiy , and to sing them too } 
And sure no common Muse inspired thy pen 
To hail the land of Gods and Godlike men. 

And you, associate Bards (2) ! who snatched to li| 
Those Gems too long withheld from modern sig^ ; 
Whose mingling taste combined to cull the wreath 
Where Attic flowers Aonian odours breathe, 

• 

(i)Mr. WaiGHTylateConsul-General for the SeTenltlsB* 
is aotbor of a very beautiful poem jast published : it4s t 
titled, «Hor8e lonicae, » and is descriptive of the IsUsandl 
adjac^t coast of Greece. 

(a) The translators of the Anthology have since poUisl 
separate poems, which evince genius that only requires c 
portunity to attain eminence. 
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nd all their renovated fragrance flung, 
grace the beauties of your native tongue ; 
ow let those minds that nobly could transfuse 
he glorious Spirit of the Grecian Muse, 
'hough soft the echo, scorn a borrowed tone : 
Usign Achaia's lyre and strike your own. 

Let these, or such as these, with just applause, 
Restore the Muse's violated laws : 
lot not in flimsy Darwin's pompous chime, 
Hiat mighty master of unmeam'ng rhyme ; 
^fhne gilded cymbals, more adorned than clear, 
The eye delighted, but fatigued the ear, 
Q show the simple lyre could once surpass, 
'ut now worn down, appear in native brass ; 
Miile all his train of hovering sylphs around, 
Vaporate in * similies and sound : 
im let them shun, with him let tinsel die ; 
Mse glare attracts, but more offends the eye(i). 

Yet let them not to vulgar Wordswohth stoop, 
^e meanest object of the lowly group, 
liose Terse of all but childish prattle void, 
«pi8 hleflised harmony to Lambe and Llotd (2) 1 
it them — but hold my Muse , nor dare to teach 
ttrain, far, &r beyond thy humble reach ; 
be native genius with their feeling given 
^ill point the path, and peal their notes to heaven, 

(1) The negleet of the « Botanic Garden^ » is some 
Bof of rttnming taste ; the scenery is its sole recommen- 

tiOB. 

(a) Messrs. IiAiiBB andlioTi), the most ignoble followers^ 
Sonthey and.GQ. 
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To future times her faded fajne recall, 

And save her gloiy, though his Gouotry fall. 

Yet what avails the sanguine Poet's hope 
To conquer ages, and with time to cope ? 
14 ew eras spread their veings, new nations rise, 
And other Victors (i) fill the applauding skies: 
A few brief generations fleet along. 
Whose sons forget the Poet and his song ; 
£*en now what once loved Minstrels scarce najdai 
The transient mention of a dubious name ! 
When Fame's loud trump hath blown its ncddestlM 
Though long the sound the echo sleeps at last, 
And Glory, like the Phoenix midst her (ires, 
Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires. 

Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons 
Expert in science, more expert at puns ? 
Shall these approach the Muse ? ab no ! she flies, 
And even spurns the great Seatonian prize, 
Though Printers condescend the press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoarb, and epic blank by Hoffl: 
^^ot hiip whose. pagCf if still upheld by wbbt, 
Requires no sacred theme to bid us list (2). 
Ye I who in Granta's honomrs would surpass 
Must mount her Pegasus, a fuIK-grown ass; 
A foal well Vorthy of her ancient dam, ' 
Whose Helicon is duller than h«r Cam. 



Ti 



<■ / « 



• (1) « Tollere fadiBO, victorqvc virom- volitarc per oiti' 

Viaftit. 

' (i) 'The tcGamcs of H'o7le,» well knowni to die ^etff^ 
of Whiftt, Giess, etc are not to be superseded' ky ikt^ 
garies of hie poetical namesake, whose poen €oai|yriM^ ** 
expressly stated in the adYertiseneht, all the « Pbgiei" 

Egypt. » 
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lere Clarke, still striying piteoasly « to please^ n 

»rgetting doggrel leads Dot to degrees , 

would-be satirist, a hired buffoon, 

montblj scribbler of some low Lampoon, 

»ndemned to drudge, tbe meanest of the mean, 

id furbish falsehoods for a magazine, 

ivotes to scandal his congenial mind ; 

mself a living libel on mankind (i). 

1 dark asylam of a Vandal race (2) I 

' once the boast of learning, and disgrace ; 

' sank in dullness and so lost in shame 

lat Smtthe and Hodgson (3) scarce redeem ihy fame ! 

It where fair Isis rolls her purer wave, 

he partial Muse delighted loves to lave, 

:i her green banks a greener wreath is wove, 

o crown the Baixls that haunt her classic grove, 

(1) This person, who has latelf betrayed tbe most rapid 
mptoms of confirmed authorship, is writer of a poem de- 
^minated the « Art of Pleasing, » as « Lucus a non lucendo,» 
»iitaiDing little pleasantry, and less poetry. He also acts is 
onthly stipendiary and 'collector of calnmnies for the Sa- 
rist. If this unfortanate young man would exchange the 
agazines for the mathematics, and endeavour to take a de- 
:Qt degree in his university, it might eventually prove more 
irriceable than his present salary. 

(a) « Into Cambridgeshire the Emperor Probus transported 

considerable body of Vandab. » — Gibbon^s Decline and 

all, etc. page 83, vol. a. There is no reason to doubt the 

nth of this assertion ; the breed is still in high perfection. 

(3) This- gentleman's name requires no praise ; the man 
rho in translation displays unquestionable genius, may well 
e eipected to excel in original composition, of which it is 
be hoped we shall soon see a splendid specimen* 
-r * 3. 
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AVliere Richards rrakies a genuine poet^s fires, 
AaJ modern Britons ju< I ly praise their Sires (i). 

For me, who thus unasked have dared to teil 
TMy country what her sons should know too well, 
Zeal for her honour hade mc here engage 
The host of idiots that infest her age. 
]No just applause her honoured nameshall lose. 
As first in freedom, deai-est to the Muse. 
Oh ! would thy Bards hut emulate thy fame, 
And rise, more worthy, Alhioo, of th]^name I 
What Athens was in science, Rome in power. 
What Tyre appeared in her meridian hour, 
'Tis thine at once, fair Albion, to have been, 
Earth's chief dictatress, Ocean*s mighty queen: 
But Rome decayed, and Athens strewed the plain, 
And Tyre's proud piers lie shattered in the main : 
Like these thy strength may sink in ruin hurled, 
And Britain fall, the bulwark of the World. 
But let me cease, and dread Cassandra's fate, 
With warning ever scoffed at, *(ill to late; 
To themes less lofty still my lay confine, 
And urge thy Bards to gain a name like tliine. 

Then, hapless Britain ! be ihy rulers blest I 
The senate's oracles, the people's jest I 
Still hear thy motley orators dispeuse 
The flowers of ihetoric, though not of sense. 
While Canning's colleagues hate him for his wit, 
Aud old dame Portland (2) fills the place of Pitt. 

(1) The « Aborigmal Britons, » an excellent poen ^ 

RtCJIAROS. 

(:.) A fri.?n<l of mine being asked why his Grace ofP-** 
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Yet once again adieu ! ere this the sail 
That wafts me hence is shivering in the gale : 
^nd Afric's coast, and Calpe's ( i ) adverse height, 
^nd Stamhoul's (2) minarets must greet my sight : 
Ihence shall I stray through beauty's (3) native clime. 
Where Kaff (4) is clad in rocks, and crowned with snows sublim 
But should I back return, no lettered rage 
Shall drag my common-place book on the stage : 
Let vain Valentia (5) rival luckless Carr, 
^nd equal him whose work he sought to mar ; 
<ct AsERDEEPf and Elgin ( 6 ) still pursue 
he shade of fame through regions of Virtue ; 
^aste useless thousands on their Phidian freals, 
Us-shapen monuments and maimed antiques ; 
*xd make their grand saloons a general mart 
or all the mutilated blocks of art : 

Vencd to an old woman ? replied, « he supposed it was hc- 
itise he was past bearing. » 

(i) Calpe is the ancient name of Gibraltar. 

(a) St«mboul is the turkish word for Constantinople. 

(3) Georgia, remarkable for the beanty of its inhabitants. 

(4) Mount Caucasus. 

(5) Lord Valentia (whose tremendous travels arc forth - 
oming with due decorations, graphical, topographical, and 
rpograpbical ) deposed, on Sir John Carr's unlucky suit, 
lat Dubois's satire prevented his purchase of the « Stranger 
[ Ireland. »— Oh fie, my Lord ! has your Lordship no 
lore feeling for a fellow- tourist ? but « two of a trade, >» 
ley say , etc. 

(6) Lord Elgin would fain persuade us that all the 
Tures, with and without noses, in his stone-shop, arc the 
ork of Phidias ! « Credat Judaus! » 
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Of Dardan tours let Dilettanti tell, 
I leave topography to classic Gf.ll (i) ; 
And) quite content, do more shall interpose 
To stun mankind with Poesy or Prose. 

Thus far iVe held my undisturbed career, 
Prepared for rancour, steeled 'gainst selGsh fear : 
This thing of rhyme 1 ne'er disdained to own — 
Though not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown, 
My voice was heard again, though not so loud. 
My page, though nameless, never disavowed, 
And now at once I t^ar the veil away : 
Cheer on the pack ! the Quarry stands at bay, 
Unscar'd by all the din of Melbourne house, 
By Lambe's resentment, or by Holland's spouse, 
By Jeffrey's harmless pistol, Hallam's rage, 
Edina's brawny sons and brimstone page. 
Our men in Buckram shall have blows enough, 
And feel, they too are « penetrable stuff: » 
And though I hope not hence unscathed to go, 
Who conquers me, shall find a stubborn foe. 
The time hath been, when no harsh sound wouldfali 
From lips that now may seem imbued with gall. 
Nor fools nor follies tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crawled beneath my eyes; 
But now, so callous grown, so changed since youth, 
I've learned to think, and sternly speak the truth; 

(i) Mr. Gell's Topography of Troy and Ithaca earn** 
fail to' eosure the approbation of every man po&sessei * 
classical taste, as well for the information Mr. G. convrys<i| 
the mind of the reader, as for the ability and research th 
respective works display. 
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»d to deride the critic's starch decree, 
reak him on the wheel he meaot for me; 
irn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss, 
ire if courts and crowds applaud or hiss : 
lOre, though all my rival rhymesters frown , 
:aa hunt a Poetaster down; 
irmed in proof, the gauntlet cast at once 
)tch marauder, and to Southern dunce, 
nuch I've dared to do ; how far my lay 
vronged these righteous times let others say ; 
let the world, which knows not how to spare, 
urely blames unjustly, now declare. 



POSTSCRIPT (■). 



r 

I have been informed, since the present edition veDt to L 
the Press, that my trusty and weli-beloved cousint, dto' II 
Edinburgh Reviewers, are preparing a most vehement cr»* 1^ 
tique on my poor, gentle, unresisting Muse whom thcjlwl L 
already so bedeviled with their ungodly ribaldry : 

« TantKne aniinis calei tUras Ira: .' • 

I suppose I must say of Jeffrey as Sir Amsasw Aw^' 
CHEEK saith, <t an I had known he was so cunning of feocCi 
« I had seen him damned ere I had fought him. » Whali 
pity it is that I shall be beyond the Bosphorus before the 
next number has passed the Tweed. But I yet hope toligbl 
my pipe with it in Persia. 

My Northern friends have accused me, with justice, o( 
personality towards their great literary AnthropophagMi 
Jeffrey ; but what else was to be done with him and kit 
dirty pack, who feed « by lyin^ and slandering, » and slab 
their thirst by « evil-speaking? » I have adduced facts already 
well known, and of Jefirrey*s mind I have stated my frd 
opinion, nor has he thence sustained any injury ; — what sea* 
venger was ever soiled by being pelted with mud ? It miy 
be said that 1 quit England because I have censured there, 
« persons of honour and wit about town ;» but I am coiniD{ 
back again, and their vengeance will keep hot till my retarO' 
Those who know me can testify that my motives for leafing 
England are very different from fears, literary or personal; 
those who do not, may one day be convinced. Since the 
publication of this thing, my name has not been concealed; 
I have been mostly in London, ready to answer for my 
transgressions, and in daily expectation of sundry cartels; 
bjut, alas ! « The age of chivalry is over, » or, in the vulfir 
tongue, there is no spirit now-a-days. 

(i) Published to tbe Second Editios. 
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I 

There is a youth ycleped Hewson Clarke (suLaudi, £sq.)» 
Sizer of Emanuel College, and I believe a Denizen of 
erwick upon Tweed, whom I have introduced in these 
iges to much better company than he has been accustomed 
) meet : he is, notwithstanding, a very sad dog, and for no 
tason that I can discover, except a personal quarrel with a 
iSiT, kept by xnt at Cambridge to sit for a fellowship, and 
!»om the jealousy of his Trinity contemporaries prevented 
on^ success, has been abusing me, and, what is worse, the 
fenceless innocent above mentioned, in the Satirist for one 
ar and some months. I am ullcriy unconscious of having 
'en him any provocation; indeed I am guiltless of having 
&rd his name, till it was coupled with the Satirist. He 
s therefore no reason to complain, and I dare say that, 
t Sir Fretful Plagiary, he is rsLther /flcase/i than otherwise. 
lave now mentioned all who have done me the honour to 
tice me and mine, that is, my Bear and my Book, except 
I Editor of the Satirist, who, it seems, is a gentleman, 
id wot ! I wish he could impart a little of his gentility 
his subordinate scribblers. I hear that Mr. Jerningiiam 
about to take up the cudgels for his Maecenas, Lord 
>f lisle ; I hope not : he was one of the few , who, in the very 
ort intercourse I had with him, treated me with kindness 
^tn a boy, and whatever he may say or do, « pour on, 
vrill endure. » I have nothing further to add, save a ge* 
ral note -of thanksgiving to readers, purchasers, and pub- 
her, and in the words of Scott, I wish 

« To all and eacb a fair good nighty 

• And ro»y dreams and slumbers ligbU • 
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« Difficile est profrii communia dicere. » ^ 

HoR. Episf, ad Pison. 
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DON JUAN. 



CANTO I. 
I. 



"WANT a hero : an uncommon want, 

"When every year and month sends forth a new one^ 
Jl, after cloying the gazettes Wifik cant^^ 

The age discovers he is not the true one ; 
F such as thpsc I should not care to vaunt, 

I'll therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan, 
/e all have seen him in th^TrAoiomime, ^-r,. 

mx to the ^^yil som§y\(hat ere his time. 

II. 

1 I ': > 

cmon, t\ie Jiutch^p Cuiaberland^ Wolfe, Hawke, 
Pri^icfi(KeB(iinlu»4, Granby,;Bijrgpy^e, Keppel, Howe, 

vil and good, JxavB bad tbeir tithe of'talk, 
And fiird iheiir sign-rpofiU then, like WellesLey n^w ; 

ach in their turn Iik& Banquet's monarphs stalK^ 
Followers of fame, « niqe /arrow » of that sow : 

ranee, too, had Buonaparte and Dumourier, 

lecorded in the' Moniteur and Courier. 

III. 

larnave, Brissot, Condorcet, Mirabeau, 
Petion, Clootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayette, 

Vere French, and famous people, as we know ; 
And there were otjjiers, scarce forgotten yet, 
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Joubcrt, Hochc, Marceau, Lannes, Desaix; Moreau, 

With many of the military set, 
Exceedingly remarkable at times, 
But not at all adapted to my rhymes. 

IV. 

Nelson was once Britannia's god of war, 

And still should be so , but the tide is turn'd; 

There's no more to be said of Trafalgar, 
'Tis with our hero quietly inurn'd ; 

Because the army's crown more popular^ 
At which the naval people are concernM : 

Besides , the Prince is all for the land-service*, 

Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe^ and Jervis. 



_ ' '" 
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Brave men were living before AgamrtnVidn'"" 
And since, exceeding valorous and sage, 

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none 
But then they shone not Oft the poeir$ pagt, : ' 

^nd so have been forgotten : — Pc«f>denin Done^^ i 
But can't find any in the preswaragc /^ 

Fit for my poem ( that is, fbr ^hy ^ewionb; ) 

-5o, as I said, I'll take my inin^Bim Juan. ■ i 

••■■■/' ..■*•,:•..■ 

Most epic poets plunge in « meidias, res, ;» 

( Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road ) 
And then your hero tells, whene'er you please. 

What went before — by way of episode. 
While seated after dinner at his case, 

BoiJe his mistress in sonie soft abode, 
Palare, or garden, paradise, or cavern, 
Which serves the ba]j^y couple for a tavern. 
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YII. 

Tbat is the usual metLod, but not mine — 
My way is to begin with the beginning • 

TBe regularity of my design 

Forbids all wandering as tbe worst of sinning, 

And therefore I shall open with a line 

( Although it cost me half an hour in spinning } 

Narrating somewhat of Don Juan's father, 

And also of his mother, if you'd rather. 

VIJI. 

In Seville was he born, a pleiasant city> 

Famous for oranges and women — he 
Who has not seen it will be much to pity, 

So says the proverb — and I quite agree ; 
Of all the Spanish towns is none iiior* pretty. 

Cadiz perhaps — but that you soon may see :— 
Don Juan's parents lived beside the river, 
A nbble stream, and call'd the Guadalquivir. 

IX. 

His father's name was Jose — Don^ of coui-se, 

A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew bloorl, he traced bis source 

Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain ; 
A better cavalier ne'er inounted horse, 

Or, being mounted, c*er got down again, 
Than Jose, who begot our hero, who 
Begot— but that's to come — -r^Wcll, to renew : 

-• X. . 

His mother wa«'a learned lady , famed 

For every branch of evei-y science known— 
In every chii^liari language ever named. 

With virmes eqiiaird by h^r wit aloue. 
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She made the cleverest people quite ashamed, 

And even the good ^vilh inward envy groan, 
Finding themselves so very much exceeded 
In their ovna. vray by all the things that she (Jid, 

Xf. 

Her memory was a mine : she knew by heart 
All Calderon and greater part of Lope, 

So that if any actor miss'd his part 

She could have served him for the prompter's copy. 

For her Fcinagle's were an useless art. 

And he himself obliged to shut up shop-*-he 

Gould never make a memory so fia^ aai 

That which adorn'd thfi brain of Doniia Inez. 

t7«i- favounte science was tlie mathematical, 
Her noblest virtue was her magnanimity, 

Her wit ( she sometimes trijed at wit ) was Attic all, 
Her serious sayings darken'd to sublimity ; 

In short, in all things she was fairly what I call 
A prodigy — her morning dress was dimity, * 

Her evening' silk, or, in the summer, muslin. 

And other stuffs, with which I won't stay puzzling. 

XIII. 

She knew the Latin-— that is, m the Lord's prayer, » 
And Greek — the alphabet— I'm nearly sure ; 

She read some French romances here and there. 
Although her mode of speaking was not pure ; 

For native Spanish she had np great care, 
At least her conversation was obscure ; 

Her thoughts were theorems, her words a problem, 

As if she deem'd tlmt mystery would, ennoble 'lem. 
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XIV. 

lie liked tlie English and tbe Hebrew tongitc, 
And said there was analogy between 'em ; 

tie proved it somehow out of sacred song. 
But I must leave the proofs to those who've seen 'em, 

^nt this I heard her say, and can't be wrong, 
And all may think which way their judgments lean 'em, 

I 'Tis strange — the Hebrew noun which means * I am,' 

t The English always use to govern d — n. » 

XV. 

¥ ^ * ¥ -¥ ¥ ¥ 
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[n short, she was a walking calculation. 

Miss Edge worth's novels steppiog from their oovers, 
Dr Mrs. Trimmer's books ,on education, 

Or « Coelebs' Wife » set out in quest of lovers, 
Morality's prim personification. 

In which not Envy's self a flaw discovers. 
To others' share let « female errors faTI, » 
For she had not even one — the worst of all. 

xvn. 

Oh ! she was perfect past all parallel — 
Of any modern female saint's comparison ; 

So far above the cunning powers of hell, 
Her guardian angel had given up his garrison ; 

Even her minutest motions went as well 
As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison : 

In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her, 

Save thine « incomparable oil, » Macassar ! * 
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XVIII. V 

Perfect slie was, but as perfection is 
Insipid in this naughty world of ours, 

AYherc our first parents never learn'd to kiss 
Till they were exiled fiom their earlier bowers, 

Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss, 
( I wonder how they got through the twelve hours 

Don Jose, hke a lineal son of Eve, 

Went plucking various fruit without her leave. 

XIX. 

He was a mortal of the careless kind 

With no great love for learning, or the learn'd, 

Who chose lo go whcrcVr he had a mind. 
And never dream'd his ladv v/as concern'd : 

ft 

The world, as usual, wickedly inclined 

To see a kingdom or a house o*erturn'd, 
Whisper'd he had >a mistress, some said /ivo, 
But for domestic quarrels one will do. 

XX. 

Now Donna Inez had, with all her merit, 
A great opinion of her own good qualities ; 

JNeglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it, 
And such, indeed, she was in her moralities; 

But then she had a devil of a spirit, 

And sometimes nnx'd up fancies with realities, 

And let few o^^poitunities escape 

Of getting her liege lord into a scrape. 

XXI. 

This was an easy matter with a man 
^t in the wrong, and never on his guard ; 

And even the wisest, do the best they can, 

Have moments; hours, and days, so unprepared, 
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kit yoa might « brain them with their lady's fan ; » 
And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard, 
Jid fans turn into falchions in fair hands, 
nd yrhy and wherefore no one understands. 

XXII. 

is pity learned virgins e?er wed 

Witb persons of no sort of education, 

* gentlemen, who, though well-born and bred, 

Grow tired oif scientific conversation : 

Icn't choose to say much upon this head, 

I'm a plain man, and in a single station. 

It — Oh ! ye lords of ladies intellectual, 

Conn us truly, have they not hen-peck'd you all ? 

xxin. 

te Jose and his lady 'quarreird — why^ 

Kot any of the many could divine , 
bough several thousand people chose to try, 

Twas surely no concern of theirs nor mine ; 
loathe that low vice curiosity, 

But if there's any thing in which I shine 
7u in arranging all my friend's affairs, 
tit having, of my own, domestic cares. 

XXIV. 

wid 80 I interfered, and with the best 
Intentions, but their treatment was not kind ; 
think the foolish people were possess'd, 
For neither of them could I ever find, 

klthoogh their porter afterwards confess'd— 
But that's no matter, and the worst's behind, 

^or little Juan o'er me threw, down stairs, 

^ pail of housemaid's water unawares. 
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XXV. 

A litlle ciirly-heacled, good-for-nolLing^ 

And miscLief-making monkey from his birtb ; 

His parents ne'er agreed except in doting 
Upon tlic most unquiet imp on earth ; 

Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in 
Their senses, they'd have sent young master forti 

To school, or had him soundJy whipp'd at home, 

To teach him manners for the time to come. 

XXVI. 

9 

Don Jose and the Doa^a: Iiiez^ lad: 

For some time- an unhappyi soft of iiJe, 

VSrishiDg each other 9 not dsvoroedy hue deaci ; 
They Hved respectably a3 man and wife^ 

Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred, 
And gave nO: outward signs of inward strife, 

Until at length the smotlier'd fire broke out^ 

And put the business past ali^ kind oi donht^ 

XXVII. 

For Inez call'd some druggists aad physiciaius 
And tried to prove her loving lord was mady 

But as he had some lucid intermissions. 
She next decided he was only bad ; 

Tel when they ask'd her for hev depositions. 
No sort of explanation could be had, 

Save that her duty towards man and God 

Required this conduct-*— which seem'd very odd. 

XXVIII. 
She kept a journal, where his faults were noted, 

And open'd certain trunks of books and letters, 
All "N^hich might, if occasion served, be qeoted ; 

And then she had all Sevilleibr abettors. 
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Besides her good old grandmother (who doted ; ) 

The hearers of her case hecame repeaters, 
Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges, 
2)0016 for amusement, others for old grudges. 

XXIX. 

And then this best and racckcst woman Lore 
With such serenity her husband's woes. 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore, 

Who saw their spouses kill'd, and nobly chose 

l^^eyer to say a word about them more-— 
Calmly she heard each calumny that ro$ti 

And saw his agonies with such sublimity, 

That all the world e^^clakn'd, « What magnaimuity ! is 

XXX. 

Vo doubt, this patience, when the world is damiiing us^ 

Is philosophic in our former friends ; 
'Tis also pleasant to be deem'd magnanimous. 

The more so in obtaining our own ends ; 
And what the lawyers call a « mains animus^ n 

Conduct like this by no means comprehends : 
Bevenge in person's certainly no vii-tue. 
But then 'lis not mj fault, if others hurt you. 

XXXI. 

And if our quarrels should rip up old stories. 
And help them with a lie or two additional, 

rm not to blame, as you well know, no more is 
Any one else — they were become traditional ; 

Besides, their resurrection aids Our glories 

By contrast, whii h is what we just were wishing all r 

And science profits by this resurrection — 

Dead scanduls form good subjeete for &m«cUwv. 
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XXXII. 

Their friends Lad tried at reconciliation. 

Then their relations, who made matters worse ; 

( 'Twere hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may be best to have recourse — 

I can't say much for friend or yet relation : ) 
The lawyers did their utmost for divorce, 

But scarce a fee was paid on either side 

Before, unluckily, Don Jose died. 

XXXIII. 

He died : and most unluckily, because. 
According to all hints I could collect 

From counsel learned in those kinds of laws, 
( Although their talk's obscure and circumspect) 

His death contrived to spoil a charming cause ; 
A thousand pities also with respect 

To public feeling, which on this occasion 

Was manifested in a great sensation. 

XXX'V. 

But ah ! he died ; and buried with him lay 
The public feeling and the lawyer's fees : 

His houst was sold, his servants sent away, 
A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 

A priest the other — at least so they say : 
I ask'd the doctors after his disease, 

He died of the slow fever call'd the tertian, 

And left his widow to her own aversion. 

XXXV. 

Tct Jose was an honourable man, 

That I must say, who knew him very well ; 
Therefore his frailties I'll no further scan, 

Indeed there were not many more to tell ; 
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id if his passions now and then outran 
Discretion, and were not so peaceable 
s Numa's ( wbo was also named Pompilias, ) 
e had been ill brought up, and was born bilious. 

XXXVI. 

/"batcher might be his worthlessness or worth, 
Poor fellow ! he had many things to wound him, 

et's own, since it can do no good on earth ; 
It was a trying moment that which found him 

landing alone beside his desolate hearth. 
Where all his household gods lay shiver'd round him; 

o choice was left his feelings or his pride 

ave death or Doctors' Commons — so he died. 

XXXVII. 

►yiog intestate, Juan was sole heir 
To a chancery suit, and messuages, and lauds, 

Vliich, with a long minority and care, 
Promised to turn out well in proper hands-: 

ncz became sole guardian, which was fair, 
And answered but to nature's just demands; 

lU only son left with an only mother 

s brought up much more wisely than another. 

XXXVIII. 

Mgest of women, even of widows, she 
Resolved that Juan should be quite a paragon, 

^nd worthy of the noblest pedigree : 
( His sire was of Castile, his dam from Arragon. ) 

Then for accomplishments of chivalry, \ 

In case our lord the king should go to war again, 

He leara'd the arts of ridings fencing, gunnery, 

And how to scale a fortress— or a nunnery. 
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But llml which Donna Inez most desired, 
And saw into herself each day before all 

The learned tutors whom for him she hired, 
Was, that his breeding should be strictly moral; 

Much into all his studies she inquired, 

And so they were submitted first to her, all, 

Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 

To Juan's eyes, excepting natural history. 

XL. 

The languages, especially the dead, 

The sciences, and most of all the abstmse, 

The arts, at least all such as could be said 
To be the most remote from common use, 

In all these he was much and deeply read; 
But not a page of any thing that's loose, 

Or hints continuation of the species. 

Was ever suffer'd, lest he should grow vicious. 

XLI. 

His classic studies made a little puzzle. 

Because of filthy loves of gods and goddesses, 

Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle. 
But never put on pantaloons or boddices ; 

His reverend tutors had at times a tussle. 
And for their iEneids, Iliads, and Odysseys^ 

Were forced to make ait odd sort of apology. 

For Donna Inez dreaded the mythology. 

XLII. 
Ovid's a rake, as half his verses show him^ 

Anacreon's morals are a still worse sample, 
Catullus scarcely has a decent poem, 

I don't think Sappho's Ode a good example, 
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itLoiigh ^ Longinus telJs us tlierc is no hymn 
Where the sublime soars forlh ou wings more ample ; 
It Virgirs songs arc pure, except that horrid oae 
^ginning wilh « Formosum Pastor Corydon, » 

XLIII. 

icretius' irreligion is too strong 

For early stomachs, to prove wholesome food ; 
can't help thinking Juvenal was wrong, 

Although no doubt his real intent was good, 
or speaking out so plainly in his song, 

So much indeed as to be dovmright rude ; 
nd then what proper person can be partial 
o all those nauseous epigrams of Martial ? 

XLIV. 

Uan was taught from out the best edition, 
Expurgated by learned men, who place, 

ndicioiisly, from out the schoolboy's vision, 
The grosser parts ; but fearful to deface 

*oo much their modcbt bard by this omission, 
And pitying sore his mutilated case, 

^bey only add them all in an appendix,^ 

^f'hich saves, in fact, the trouble of an index; 

XLV. 

?or (here we have them all « at one fell swoop, » 
Instead of being scattered through the pagej ; 

Rcy stand forth marshall'd in a handsome troop, 
To meet the ingenuous youlli of future ages. 

Till some less rigicl editor shall stoop 
To call them hack into their separate cages. 

^Qstead of standing staring altogether, 

Ae f siiTden {[ods»r^nd not so decent eitj^cr. 
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XLVI. 

The Missal too ( it was the family Missal ) 
Was ornamented in a sort of way 

Which ancient mass-books often are, and this all 
Kinds of grotesques illumined ; and how ther, 

Who saw those figures on the margin kiss all, 
Could turn their optics to the text and pray 

Is more than I know — but Don Juan's mother 

Kept this herself, and gave her sou another. 

XLVII. 

Sermons he read, and lectures he endured, 
And homilies, and lives of all the saints ; 

To Jerome and to Ghrysostom inured, 

He did not take such studies for restraints ; 

But how faith is acquired, and then insured, 
So well not one of the aforesaid paints 

As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions, 

Which make the reader envy his transgressions. ' 

XLVIII. 

This^ too, was a seal'd book to little Juan — 
I can't but say that his mamma was right. 

If such an education -was the true one. 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight ; 

Her maids were old, and if she took a new one 
You might be sure she was a perfect fright. 

She did this during even her husband's life — 

1 recommend as much to every wife. 

XLIX. 

Young Juan wax'd in goodliness and grace ; 

At six a charming child, and at eleven 
With all the promise of as fine a face 

Ai e'er to man's maturer growth was given : 
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: Studied steadily, and grew apace, 
And seemed, at least, in the right road to heaven, 
r half his days were pass'd at church, the other 
twcen his tutors, confessor, and mother. 

six, I said, he was a charming child, 

At twelve he was a fine, hut quiet boy; 
though in infancy a little wild, 

They tamed him down amongst them ; to destroy 
is natural spirit not in vain they toil'd, 

At least it seem'd so ; and his mother's joy 
^as to declare how sage, and still, and steadv, 
cr young philosopher was grown already. 

LI. 

• 

had my doubts, perhaps I have them still, 
But what 1 say is neither here nor there : 
knew his father well, and have some skill 
In character — but it would not be fair 

rem sire to son to augur good or ill : ^ 

He and his wife were an ill-sorted pair — 

iut scandal's my aversion — I protest 

.gainst all evil speaking, even in jest. 

LIL 

or my part I say nothing-^nothing— but 
This 1 will say — ray reasons are my own — 

liat if I bad an only son to put 
To school ( as God be praised that I have none) 

ris not with Donna Inez I would shut 
Him up to learn his cateehism alone, 

Jo — no —I'd send him out betimes to college, 

or there it was I pick'd up my own knowledge. 
♦ * 4 
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For Aere one learns — 'tis not for me to boast. 
Though I acquired — but I pass over that^ 

As Tvell as all the Greek I since have lost : 

I say that there's the place — ^but «t f^erbum sat^ » 

I think, I pick'd up too, as well as most, 
Knowledge of matters— ^but no matter ^vhat^ 

I never married — ^but, I think, I know 

That sons should not be educated so. 

LIV. 

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age, 

Tall, handsome, slender, but well knit; he seMs'd 

Active, though not so sprightly, as a page ; 
And every body but his mother deem'd 

Him almost man ; but she flew in a rage, 

And bit her lips ( for else she might have screaffl'dj 

If any said so ; for to be precocious 

Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious. 

LV. 

Amongst her numerous acquaintance ,. all 
Selected for discretion and devotion, 

There was the Donna Julia, whom to call 
Pretty were but to give a feeble notion 

Of many charms in her as^ natural 

As sweetness to the flower, or salt to Ocean,. 

Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid, 

( But this last simile is trite and stupid, ) 

LVI. 
The darkness of her oriental eye 

Accorded vdth her Moorish origin; 
(Her blood was not all Spanish, by the by; 

In Spain, you know ^ this is a sort of sin. ) 
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hen proud Grenada fell, and, forced to fly, 
BoaLdil wept, of Donba Julia's kin 
me went to Africa, some staid in Spain, 
ZT great great grandmamma chose to remain. 

LVII. 

16 married ( I forget the pedigree ) 
With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down 

is blood less noble than such blood should be ; 
At such alliances his sires would frown, 

1 that point so precise in each degree 
That they bred in and in, as might be shown, 

arrying their cousins — nay, their aunts and nieces, 

liich alwaji spoils the breed, if it increases* 

LVIII. 

lis heathenish cross restored the breed again^ 
Boin'd its blood, but much improved its flesh ; 
»r, from a root the ugliest in Old Spain 
Sprang up a branch as beautiful as fresh ^ 
le sons no more were short, the daughters plain : 
fiut there's a rumour which I fain would hush, 
U said that Donna Julia's grandmamma 
educed her Don more heirs at love than law. 

LIX. 

owever this might be, the race went on 
Improving still through every generation, 

titil it centr'ed in an only son, 
Who left an only daughter ; my narration 

tay have suggested that this single one 
Gould be but Julia ( whom on this occasion 

^all have much to speak about, ) and she 

W'as married, charming, chaste^ and twenty-three- 
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LX. 

Her eye (Tm very fond of handsome eyes) 
Was large and dark, suppressing half its (ire 

Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise 
Flash'd an expression more of pride thau ire, 

And love than either ; and there would arise 
A something in them which was not desire. 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 

Which struggled through and chasten'd down the vk 

LXL 

Her glossy hair was clustered o'er a brow 

Bright with intelligence, and fair and smooth ; 

Her eyebrow's shape was like the aerial bow, 
Her cheek all purple ^vith the beam of youth, 

Mounting, at times, to a transparent glow, 
As if her veins ran lightning ; she, in sooth. 

Possess'^ an air and grace by no means common : 

Her stature tall — I hale a dumpy woman. 

LXII. 

Wedded she was some years, and to a man 
Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty; 

And yet, I think, instead of such a o\e 

'Twere better to have two of five and twenty, 

Especially in countries near the sun : 

And now I think on't, « mi vien in mente, » 

Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue 

Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty. 

LXIII. 

'lis a sad thing, I cannot choose but say. 
And all the fault of that indecent sun, 

W^ho cannot leave alone our hclph^ss clay. 
But will keep baking, broiling, burning on. 
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ioever people fast and pray 
)h is frail y and so the soul uadone : 
I call gallantry, and gods adultery, 
ore common where the climate's sultry. 

LXIV. 

! nations of the moral north ! 
all is virtue, and the winter season 
without a rag on, shivering forth ^ 
snow that brought Saint Anthony to reason ; ) 
ies cast up what a wife is worth 
ig whatever sum, in mulct, they please on 
, who must pay a handsome price, 
is a marketable vice. 

LXV. 

3s the name of Julia's lord, 

well looking for his years, and who 

er much beloved, nor yet abhorr'd ^ 

red together as most people do, 

ach other's foibles by accord, 

t exactly either one or two ; 

s jealous, though he did not show it, 

sy dislikes the world to know it. 

LXVI. 

-yet I never could see why — 
'onna Inez. quite a favourite friend; 
heir tastes there was small sympathy, 
a line had Julia ever penn'd : 
>le whisper ( but, no doubt, they lie, 
ice still imputes some private end ) 
had, ere Don Alfonso's marriage, 
ih him her very prudent carriage ; 
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LXVII. 

And that still keeping up the old connexion, 
Which time had lately render'd much more ckstt 

She took his lady also in affection, 

And certainly this course was much the hest: 

She flatter'd Julia with her sage protection, 
And complimented Don Alfonso's taste ; 

And if she could not ( who can ? ) silence scandal, 

At least she left it a more slender handle. 

LXVIII. 

I can't tell whether Julia saw the affair 
With other people's eyes, or if her own 

Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e'er was shown ; 

Perhaps she did not know, or did not care. 
Indifferent from the first, or caUous grown : 

Tm really puzzled what to think or say, 

She kept her counsel in so close a way. 

LXIX. 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child,, 

Caress'd him often, such a thing might be 

Quite innocently done, and harmless styled. 
When she had twenty years, and thirteen he ; 

But I am not so sure I should have smiled 
When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-three : 

n hese few short years make wondrous alterations, 

Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations. 

LXX. 

Whate'er the cause might be, they had become 
Changed ; for the dame grew distant, the youtk f 

Their looks cast down, their greetings almost dumb 
And much embarri^sment in either eye ; 
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lere surely will be little doubt witb some 
That Donna Julia knew the reason wby, 
t as- for Juao, be bad no more notion 
lan be wbo never saw tbe sea of Ocean. 

LXXI. 

:t Julia's very coldness still was kind, 
And tremulously gentle, ber small band 
itbdrew itself from bis, but left bebind 
A little pressure, tbrilling, and so bland 
id slight, so very slight, that to tbe mind 
'Twas but a doubt ; but ne'er magician'^ wand 
rougbt change with all Armida's fairy art, 
ke what this light touch left on Juan's heart. 

LXXII. 

xA if she met him, though «he smiled no more, 
She look'd a sadness sweeter than bef smile, 
i if her heart bad deeper thoughts in stor6 
She must not own, but cherisb'd more the while, 
)r that compression in its burning core ; 
Even innocence itself has many a wile, 
ad will not dare to trust itself witb truth, 
nd love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

LXXIII. 

at passion most dissembles yet betrays 
Even by its darkness ; as the blackest sky 

)retells the heaviest tempest, it displays 
Its workings through the vainly guarded eye, 

od in whatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, 'tis still the same hypocrisy ; 

)Idness or anger, even disdain or hate, 

re masks it often wears, and still too late. 
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LXXIV. 

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppression^ 
And stolen g*ames, sweeter for the theft, 

Aud huriiing hlushes, though for do transgression, 
Tremblings when met, aud restlessness when left; 

All those are lillle preludes to posses.sion, 
Of which young Passion carnot be bereft, 

And rocnly lend to show how gready Love is 

Embarrass'd at fjiit starting with a novice. 

LXXV 

Poor Julia's heart was in an awkward state; 

She fell it going, and resolved to make 
The noblest clForts for herself cind mate. 

For honour's, pride's, religion's, virtue's sokej 
Her resolulions were most truly grcaf. 

And almost might have made a Tarquin quake ; 
She pray'd the Virgin Mary for her gracCy 
As being the best judge of a lady's case. 

LXXVI. 

She vow'd she never would see Juan more, 
And next day paid a visit to his mother. 

And h)ok'd extremely at the opening door, 
Which, by the \ irgin's grace, let in another; 

Grateful she was, and yet a little sore — 
Again it opens, it can be no other, 

Tis surely Juan now — No ! Tm afraid 

That night the Virgin was no further pray'd. 

LXXV 1 1. 

She now determined that a virtuous woman 
Should rather face and overcome temptation, 

1 hat flight was base and dastardly^ and no man 
Should ever give her heart the least sensation ; 
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to say, a thought beyond the common 
re nee, that we must feel upon occasion, 
pie who arc picasanter than others, 
1 they only seem so many brothers. 

LXXVIII. 

in if by chance — and who can tell ? 
levil's so very sly — she should discover 
within was not so very well, 
if still free, that such or such a lover 
lease perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell 
thoughts, and be the better when they're oyer; 
he man should ask, 'tis but denial : 
lend young ladies to make trial. 

LXXIX. 

3 there are such things as love divine, 
t and immaculate, unmix'd and pure, 
ihe angels think so very fine, 
latrons, who would be no less secure, 
, perfect, « just such love as mine : » 
Julia said and thought so, to be sure, 
'd have her think, were I the man 
n her reveries celesti^ ran. 

LXXX. 

e is innocent, and may exist 

en young persons without any danger, 

may first,* and then a lip be kist j 

ly part, to such doings I'm a stranger, 

" these freedoms form the utmost list 

o'er which such love may be a ranger : 
! go beyond, 'tis quite a crime, 
ny fault — I tell diem all in time. 

4*. 
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lAXXl. 

Love, llicn, bul love witliin its proper limiis, 

Was Julia's innocent determination 
In young Don Jnau's favour, and to him its 

Exertion might be useful on occasion ; 
Aud^ lighted at too pure a shrine to dim its 

Elherial lustre, with what sweet persuasion 
He might be taught, by love and her together— 
I really don't know what, nor Julia either. 

LXXXII. 

Fraught with.this line intention, and well fenced 

In mail of proof — her purity of soul. 
She, for the future of her strength convinced, 

And that her honour was a rock, or mole, 
Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed 

With any kind of troublesome control ; 
Bui whether Julia to the task was equal 
Is that which must be mcntion'd in the sequel. 

LXXXIII. 

Her [)lan she dcem'd both innocent and feasible, 
And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen 

l^ot scandal's fangs could fix on much that's seizaUe, 
Or if thoy did so, satisfied to mean 

Nothing but what was good, her breast was peaceable-* 
A quiet conscience makes one so serene ! 

Christians have burnt each other , quite persuaded 

That all the Apostles would have done as they did. 

LXXXIV. 

And if in the mean time her husband died. 

But heaven forljid that such a thought should crosi 

Her brain, though in a dream I (and then she ftigh'd) 
Never could she surTiye that commoa loss ; 



QANTO I. 83- 

just suppose that moment should betide, 
i only say suppose it — inter noSy 
tiis should be enlre nous, for Julia thought 
French y but then the rhyme would go for nought.) 

LXXXV. 

nly say suppose this supposition : 

Fuan being then grown up to man's estate 

ould fully suit a widow of condition, 

Byen seven years hence it would not be too late -, 

d in the interim ( to pursue this vision ) 

'ihe mischief, after all, could not be great^ 

r he would learn the rudiments of love, 

lean the seraph way of those above. 

LXXXVI. 

much for Julia. Now we'll turn to Juan^ 
Poor little fellow I he had no idea 
his own case, and never hit the true one ; 
In feelings quick as Ovid's Miss Medea, 
puzzleil over what he found a new one, 
But not ^s yet imagined it could be a 
ing quitif in course, and not at all alarming, 
hich, with a little patience, might grow charming.. 

LXXXVIl. 

ent and pensive, idle, restless, slow. 
His home deserted for the lonely wood, 
»rmented with a wound he could not know, 
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude t 
a fond myself of solitude or so, 
Bnt then, T beg it may be understood, 
r solitude I mem a' sultan's, not 
hermit'i^ with a haram for a jgrot* 
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LXXXYIII. 

u oil Love I in sucli a wilderness as this, 
« Where transport and security entwine, 

« Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss, 
« And here^thou ait a god indeed divine. >» 

The bard I quote from does not sing amiss, ^ 
With the exception of the second line, 

For that same twining « transport and security n 

Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The poet meant^ no doubt, and thus appeals 
To the good sense and senses of mankind, 

The very thing which every body feels, 
As all have found on trial, or may find, 

That no one likes to be disturbed at meals 

Or love. — I won't say more about « entwined » 

Or u transport, » as we knew all ihat before. 

But beg u Security »> will bolt the door. 

XC. 

Young Juan wanderM by the glassy brooks 
Thinking unutterable things ; he threw 

Himself at Icngrh within the leafy nooks 

Wliere the wild branch" of the cork forest grew; 

There poets find materials for their books, 

And every now and then we read them through, 

So that their plan and prosody are eligible. 

Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible^ 

XCI. 

He, Juan ( and not Wordsworth ) so pursned 
His self-communion with his own high souly 

Until his mighty heart, in its great mood, 
Had mitigated part^ though not the ^hole - 
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*f its disease; he did the best he could 

With things not very subject to control, 
nd turn'd, without perceiving his condition, 
tile Coleridge, into a metaphysician. 

XCII. 

Ce thought about himself, and the whole earth, 
Of man the wonderful, and of the stars, 

Lnd how the deuce they ever could have birth ; 
And then he thought of earthquakes, and of wars, 

low many miles the moon might have in girth. 
Of air-balloons, and of the many bars 

Co perfect knowledge of the boundless skies ; 

^nd then he thought of Donna Julia's eyes. 

XCIII. 

Q thoughts like these true wisdom may discern 
Longings sublime, aud aspirations high, 

Which some are born with, but the most part learn 
To plague themselves withal, they know not why : 

'Twas strange liiat one so young should thus concern 
His brain about the action of tbe sky ; 

Ifj-ou think Hv/as philosophy that this did, 

I can't help thinking puberty assisted « 

XCIV. 

Be pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers. 
And heard a voice in all the winds ; and then 

3c thought of wood nymphs and immortal bowers. 
And how the goddesses came down to men : 

He misb'd the pathway, he forgot the hours. 
And when he look'd upon his watch again. 

He found how much old Time had been a wiimcr— 

He also found Xjkat ,hq. had Ipst his dinner. 
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XCV. 

Sometimes lie turu'd to gaze upon bis book, 
Boscan, or Garcilasso; — by tbe wind 

Even as the page is rustled while we look, 
So by tbe poesy of his own mind 

Over the mystic leaf his soul was shook. 
As if 'twere one whereon magicians bind 

Tbeir spells , and give them to the passing gale, 

According to some good old woman's tale. 

XCVI. 

Thus would be while bis lonely bonrs away 
DissatisBed, nor knowing what be wanted ; 

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet's lay, 

Gould yield his spirit that for which it panted, 

A bosom whereon he bis bead might lay, 

And bear tbe heart beat with the love it grantfd; 

With— several other things, which 1 forget, 

Or which, at least, I need not mention yet. 

XCVII. 

Those lonely walks, and lengthening reveries. 
Could not escape the gentle Julia's eyes ; 

She saw that Juan was not at his ease j 

But that which chiefly may, and must surprise, 

Is, that the Donna Tnez did not tease 
Her only son with question or surmise j 

Whether it was sbe did net see, or would not, 

Or, like all very clever people, could not, 

XCVIII. 
This may seem strange, but yet 'tis very common ; 

For instance— gentlemen, whose ladies take 
LeaVe to o'erstep the written rights of woman, 

And break the — Wbicb commandmentis'ttbey brea 
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(I have forgot the number, and think no man 
Should rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.) 
I say, when these same gentlemen are jealous, 
They make some blunder, which their ladies tell us. 

XCIX. 

A real husband always is suspicious, 
But still no less suspects in the wrong place , 

Jealous of some one who had no such wishes, 
Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace 

By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious ; 
The last indeed's infallibly the case : 

And when the spouse and friend are gone off wholly, 

He wonders at their vice, and not his folly. 

C. 

Thus parents also are at times short-sighted ; 

Though watchful as the lynx, they ne'er discover, 
The while the wicked world beholds delighted. 

Young Hopeful's mistress, or Miss Fanny's lover, 
Till some confounded escapade has blighted 

The plan of twenty years, and all is over ; 
And then the mother cries, the father swears. 
And wonders why the devil he got heirs. 

CI. 

Bot Inez was so anxious, and so clear 

Of sight, that I must think, on this oceasion, 
She had some other motive much more near 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation ; 
Bot what that motive was, I sha'n't say here ; 
f Perhaps to finish Juan's education, 
Verluips to open Don Alfonso's eyes, 
■I CM he ihoughi hi^t wif(9 too gr«iit a ]^m^. 
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ClI. 

It was upon a day, a saramer's day ; — 
Summer's indeed a very dangerous season, 

And so is spring about the end of May ; 
The sun, no doubt, is the prevailing reason ; 

But whatsoe'er the cause is, one may say, 

And stand convicted of more truth than treason, 

That there are months which nature grows more merrji^ 

March has its hares, and May must have its heroine. 

cm. 

'Twas on a summer's day — the sixth of June :— 

1 like to be particular in dates. 
Not only of the age, and year, but moon ; 

They are a sort of post-house, where the Fates 
Change horses, making history change its tune. 

Then spur away o'er empires and o'er states, 
Leaving at last not ranch besides chronology, 
Excepting the post-obits of theology. 

CIV. 

'Twas on the sixth of June, about the hour 
Of half-past six— perhaps still nearer seven, 

When Julia sate within as pretty a bower 
As e'er held houri in that heathenish heaven 

Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore, 
To whom the lyre and laurels have been given, 

With all the trophies of triumphant song — 

He won them well, and may he wear them long ! 

CV. 

She sate, but not alone; I know not well 
How this same interview had taken place, 

And even if I knew, I should not tell — 

People should hold their tongues in any case ; 
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No matter how or why the thing befel, 

But there were she and Juan, face to face — 
When two such faces are so, 'twould be wise, 
But very difficuh, to shut their eyes. 

CVI. 

How beautiful she look'd ! her conscious heart ' 
Glow'd in her check, and yet she felt no wrong. 

Oh Love ! how perfect is thy mystic art, 
Strengthening the Weak, and trampling on the strong. 

How self-deceitful is the sages I part 
Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along — 

Tbe precipice she stood on was immense, 

So was her creed in her own innocence. 

CVII. 

She thought of her own strength, and Juan's youth, 

And of the folly of all prudish fears, 
Victorious virtue, and domestic truth. 

And then of Don Alfonso's fifty years : 
1 wish these last had not occurr'd, in sooth, 

Because that number rarely much endears, 
And through all climes, the snowy and the sunny. 
Sounds ill in love, whate'cr it may in money. 

CVIII. 

When people say, « I've told jow Jifty times, » 

They mean to scold, and very often do ; 
When poets say, <c Ive vfnXXenJlflj' rhymes. 

They make you dread that they'll recite them too ^ 
In gangs oi fifty thieves commit their crimes; 

Kxjifij love for love is rare, 'tis true, 
But then, no doubt, it equally as true is, 
A good deal may be bought for fift j Lou^^^ 
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CIX. 

Julia liad honour, virtue, truth aud love. 
For Don Alfonso ; and she inly swore. 

By all the vows below, to powers above, 
She never would disgrace the ring she wore, 

Nor leave a wish which wisdom might reprove ; 
And while she ponder'd this, besides much more, 

One hand on Juan's carelessly was throvm. 

Quite by mistake — she thought it was her own ; 

, ex. 

Unconsciously she lean'd upon the otha*| 
Which play'd .within the tangles of her hair; 

And to contend with.thoughts she could not smotkcr^ 
She scem'd by the distraction of her air. 

'Twas surely very wrong in Juan's mother 
To leave together this imprudent pair, 

She who for many years had watc^^i her son a»^ 

Tm veiy certain mine would not bave done so, 

CXI. 

The hand which still held Juan's, by degrees 
Gently, but palpably confirm'd its grasp. 

As if it said « detain me, if you please ; m 
Yet there's no doubt she only meant to clasp 

nis fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze ; 

She would have shrunk ns from a toad, or asp, 

Had she imagined such a thing could rouse 

A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse. 

CXII. 

I cannot know what Juan thought of this, 

But what he did, is much what yon would do ; 

His young lip thank'dit with a grateful kiss, 
And then, aWsVd a\\\so\s\i\o^^^\\lidrcw 
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In deep despair, lest he had done amiss, 
Love is so very timid when 'tis new : 
She blush'd, and frown'd not, but she strove to speak, 
And held her tongue, her voice was grown so weak. 

CXIII. 

The sun set, and up rose the yellow moon : 
The devil's in the moon for mischief ; they 

Who call'd her chaste, methinks, began too soon 
Their nomenclature ; there is not a day. 

The longest, not the twenty-first of June, 
Sees half the business in a wicked way 

On which three single hours of moonshine smile--* 

Aad then she looks so modest all the while. 

CXIV. 

There is a dangerous silence in that hour, 
A stillness, which leaves room for the full soul 

To open all itself, without the power 
Of calling wholly back its self-control ; 

The silver light which, hallowing tree and tower, 
Sheds beauty and deep softness o'er the whole, 

Breathes also to the heart, and o'er it throws 

A loving languor, which is not repose. 

CXV. 

And Julia sate with Juan, half efnbraced 
And half retiring from the glowing arm. 

Which trembled like the bosom where 'twas placed ; 
Yet still she roust have thought there was no harm, 

Or else 'twe re easy to withdraw her waist ; 
But then the situation had its charm, 

Aud then — God knows what next — 1 can't go on ; 

Im almost sorry that I e'er begun. 
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CXM. 

Oh Plato ! Plalo ! y^n have paved the way, 
With your conr!)nnde(l fautasics, fo more 

Immoral < ooduct by the fancied sway 

Your svstera feigns o'er the eontroliess core* 

Ofhum;ni hearts, than all the longarjay ^, 

Of poets and romancers :— You're a bore,* 

A charlatan, a coxcomb — and have been, 

At best, no better than a go-between. 

CXVII. 

And Julia's voice was lost, except in sighs, ' 
Until too late for useful conversation ; 

ThiB tears were gushing from her gpntle eyes, 
I wish, indeed, they had not had occasion, 

But who, alas ! can love, aud then be wise ? 
Not that remorse did not oppose temptation, 

A little still she strove, and much repented, 

And whispering <« I will ne'er consent m^— consentei 

CXVIII. 

^is said that Xei'xes offer'd a reward 

To those who could invent him a new pleasure; 

Methinks, the requisition's rather hard. 
And must have cost his majesty a treasure : 

For my part, I'm a moderate-minded bard. 
Fond of a little lov« (which I c§II leisure ;) 

I care not for new pleasures, as the old 

Are quite enough' for me, so they but hold. 

CXIX. ^ 

Oh pleasure! you're indeed a pleasant thiog. 
Although one must be damn'd for you, no doubt ; 

I make a resolution every spring . 

Of reformation, ere the year run out, 
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t, somehow, this my vestal vow takes wiog^ 
Yet still, I trust, it may be kept ihi'oughout : 
I very sorry, very much ashamed, 
d meaD, next winter, to Be quite reclaim'd. 

cxx. 

re iny chaste Muse a liberty must take — 

Start not ! still chaster reader — she'Jl be nice hence-— 

rward, and there is no great cause to quake ; 

This liberty is a poetic licence, 

liich some irregularity may make 

[n the design, and as I have a high sense 

Aristotle and the Hules, 'tis fit 

beg his pardon when I err a bit. 

CXXI. 

is licence is to hope the reader will 

Suppose from June the sixth (the fatal day, 

ithout whose epoch my poetic skill 

For want of facts would all be thrown away,) 

It keeping Julia and Don Juan still 

In sight, that several months have pass'd ; we'll say 

NAS in November, but I'm not so sure 

•out the day — the era's more obscure. 

CXXII. 

e'll talk of that anon. — 'Tis sweet to hear 
At midnight on the blue and moonlight deep 
le song and oar of Adria's gondolier. 
By distance mellow'd, o'er the waters sweep ; 
'is sweet to see the evening star appear ; 
'Tb sweet to listen as the night winds creep 
r^m le^f to leaf -, 'tis sweet to view on high 
he rainbow, based oa Ocean, span ilie sV^« ' . 
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CXXIII. -J 

'lis sweet to bear the watchdog's Honest bark 
Bay deep-mouth'd welcome as we draw near bonie; I 

'Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we conK; 

'Tis sweet to be awaken'd by the lark. 

Or lull'd by falling waters ; sweet the horn 

Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds. 

The lisp of children, and their earliest words. 

CXXIV. 

Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes 

In Bacchanal profusion reel to earth 
Purple and gushing : sweet are our escapes 

From civic revelry to rural mirth ; 
Sweet to the miser are his glittenng heaps. 

Sweet to the father is his first-bom's birth, 
Sweet is revenge — especially to women. 
Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen. 

cxxv. 

Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet 
The unexpected death of some .old lady 

Or gentleman of seventy years complete. 
Who've made « us youth m wait too^too long abe^ 

For an estate, or cash, or country-seat. 

Still breakiog, but with stamina so steady, ' 

That all the Israelites are fit to mob its 

Next owner for their doublc-damn'd post-obits. 

CXXVI. 

'Tis sweet to win, no matter how, one's lavreb 
By blood or ink ; 'tis sweet to pnt an end 

To strife ; 'tis sometimes sweet to have oar quarrel 
Particulariy with a tiresome friend ; 
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eet is old wine io bottles, ale in barrels ; 
Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
ainst the world ; and dear the schoolboy spot 
e ne'er forget, though there we are forgot. 

CXXVII. 

t sweeter still than this, than these, than all, 
b first and passionate love — it stands alone , 
ke Adam's recollection of his fall ; 
The tree of knowledge has been pluck'd — all's known- 
id life yields nothing further to recall 
Worthy of this ambrosial sin, so shown, 
i doubt in fable, as the unforgiven 
re which Prometheus filch'd for us from heaven. 

CXXVIII. 

an's a strange animal, and makes strange use 
Of his own nature, and the various arts, 
nd likes particularly to produce 
Some now experiment to show his parts ; 
bis is. the age of oddities let loose. 
Where different talents find their different marts ; 
oa'd best begin with truth, and when you've lost your 
ibour, there's a sure market for imposture. 

CXXIX. 

i 

^at opposite discoveries we have seen ! 

( Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets. ) 
oe makes new noses^ one a guillotine. 

One breaks your bones, one sets them in Aeir sockets; 
ut vaccination certainly has been 

k kind antithesis to Gongreve's rockets, 

-¥ ¥ ¥ ^'41 41 ^ 
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cxxx. 

Bread has been made ( indififerent ) from potatoes ; 

And galvanism has set some corpses grinningi 
But has not answer'd like the apparatus 

Of the Humane Society's beginning. 
By which men are unsuffocated gratis : 
What wondrous new machines have late been spiooi 

CXXXI. 

^ ¥ ¥ 4^ * -¥ * 

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 

CXXXII. 

This is the patent age of new inventions 
For killing bodies, and for saving souls, 

All propagated with the best intentions ; 
Sir Humphrey Davy's lantern, by which coals 

Are safely mined for in the mpde he mentioDS, 
. Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Poles, 

Are ways to benefit mankind, as true, 

Perhaps, as shooting them at Waterloo. 

CXXXIII. 

Man's a phenomenon, one knows not what, 
And wonderful beyond all wondrouf measure ; 

'Tis pity though, in this sublime world, that 
Pleasure's a sin. and sometimes sin's a pleasure; 

Few mortals know what end they would be at, 
But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure, 

The path is through perplexing w^ays, and when 

The goal is gain'd; we die, you kjao Wr-und ^^"^ 
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CXXXIV. 

aal then ? — I do not know, no more do you— « 
And so good night. — Return we to our story : 
vas in November, when fine days are few, 
And the far mountains wax a little hoary, 
id clap a white cape on their mantles blue ; 
And the sea dashes round the piomontorv, 
id the loud breaker boils again>t the lock, 
id sober suns must set at five o'clock, 

cxxxv. 

uras, as the watchmm say, a cIoMdy night ; 
No moon, no stars, the wind wa^ Jow or loud 
gusts, and many a -parkiiiig hearth was bright 
With the piled wciod, rounl whiih tlii* f;imily crowd; 
lere's something cheerful in lliat soit of light, 
Kven as a summer .•-kv's without a rioud : 
i fond of Qre, and crickets, and all that, 
lobster salad, and champagne, and chat. 

CXXXM. 

ivas midnight— Donna Julia was in bod, 
Sleeping, most prol)ably, — when at her door 
ose a clatter might aw. ke the dead, 
If they had never been awok<' bifc»re, 
id that they have been so we all have read. 
And are to be so, at the lca^t, onre more- 
be door was fasteuM, hut with voire and fist 
rst knocks were heard, then « Madam — Mar!ara — hist! 

rxxxviT. 

For God% sake, Madani — Madam— herd's my mastcri 
« With more than half the city at his ba« k— 
Was ever heard of .•'Uih n curVl disaster! 
« 'Tis uol my fault— 1 kept good watch— Alack I 
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M Do, pray undo the bolt a little faster — 

M They're on the stair just now, and in a crack 
« Will all be here ; perhaps he yet may fly — 
M Surely the window's not so very high! » 

CXXXVIII. 

By this time Don ^fonso was arrived, 
With torches, friends, and servants in great nufliiiei 

The major part of them had long been wived, 
And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber 

Of any wicked woman, who contrived 

l^y stealth her husband's temples to encumber: 

Examples of this kind are so contagious, 

Were one not punish'd, all would be outrageous. 

CXXXIX. 

I can't tell how, or why, or what suspicion 
Gould enter into Don Alfonso's head ; 

But for a cavalier of his condition 
It surely was exceedingly ill-bred, 

Without a word of previous admonition, 
To hold a levee round his lady's bed, 

And summon lackeys, arm'd with (ire and sword, 

To prove himself the thing he most abhorr'd. 

CXL. 

Poor Donna Julia ! starting as from sleep, 
( Mind— -that I do not say — she had not slept) 

Began at once to scream, and yawn, and weep; 
Her maid Antonia, who was an adept, 

Contrived to fling the bed-clothes in a heap, 
As if she had just now from out them crept : 

I can't tell why she should take all this trouble 

To prove her mistress had been sleeping douUc. 
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CXLI. 

it Julia mistress, and Antonia maid, 

Appeared like two poor harmless women, who 
r goblins, but still more of men afraid, 

Had thought one man might be deterr'd by two, 
ad therefore side by side were gently laid, 

Until the hom's of absence should run through, 
nd truant husband should return, and say, 

My dear, I was the first who came away, n 

. CXLII. 

ow Julia found at length a voice, and cne/l, 
«« In heaven's name, Don Alfonso, what d'ye mean ? 

Has madness seized you ? would that I had died 
<c Ere such a monster's victim I had been ! 

What may this midnight violence betide, 
t< A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen ? 

Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill ? 

Search , then, the room ! » — Alfonso said, « I will, t* 

CXLIII. 

Te searched, they search'd, and rummaged every where, 
Closet and clothes-press, chest and window-scat. 

Kid found much linen, lace, and several pair 
Of stockings, slippers, brushes, combs, complete, 

Vith other articles of ladies fair, 
To keep them beautiful, or leave them neat : 

.rras they prick 'd and curtains with their swords, 

k.nd wounded several shutters, and some boards. 

CXLIV. 

^nder the bed they search'd, and there they found- 
No matter what — it was not that they' sought ; 

Chey open'd windows, gazing if the gronnd 
Had signs or footmarks, bat the earth said nooght } 
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And then tliey slarcd each olhers' faces round : 
*Tis odd, not one of all these seekers thought, 
And seems to me almost a sort of blunder, 
Of looking in the bed as well as under. 

CXLV. 

During this inquisition Julia's tongue 

Was not asleep — u Yes, seanh and search, »• shec 
« Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong! 

« It was for this that I became a bride ! 
« For this in sileuce 1 have sufler'd long 

It A husband like Alfonso at my side y 
« But now Fli bear no more, nor here remain , 
« If there be law, or lawyers, iu all Spain. 

CXLV I. 

« Yes, Don Alfonso ! husband now no more, 
tt If ever you indeed deserved the name, 

tt Is't worthy of your years ? — you have threescore, 
H Fifty, or sixty — it is all the same — 

tt L't w-ise or fitting causeless to explore 

« For facts against a virtuous womau*s fame ? 

«« Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso, 

u How dare you think your lady would go on so? 

CXLVIL 

« Is it for this I have disdain'd to hold 
« The common privileges of my sex ? 

« That I have chosen a confe.ssor so old 
• And deaf, that any other it would vex, 

IK And never once he has had cause to scold| 
w Put found ray very innocence pt rplex 

« So ranch, he always doubted I was married— 

% How sorry you wiU be when I've miscarried! 
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CXLVIII. 

t Was it for this thai no cortejo ere 

tt I yet have choscu from out the youth of SeTiIIe ? 

* Is it for this I scarce went any where, 

« Except to bull-fights, mass, play, rout, and revel ? 
^ Is it for this, v\hale'er my suitors were, 

« I favoured none — nay, was almost uncivil ? 
« h it for this that General Count O'Reilly, 
= VVho took Algiers, declares I used him vilely^ ? 

CXLfX. 

Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani 
u Sing at my heart six months at least in vain ? 

Did not his countryman, Count Corniani, 
« Cnll me the only virtuous wife in Spain ? 

\Vere there not also Russians, English, many? 
« The Count Strongstroganoff I put in pain, 

-And Lord Mount Coffeehouse, the Irish peer, 

\Vho killM himself for love ( with wine) last year. 

CL. 

Bave I not had two bishops at my feet ? 

« The Duke of Ichar, and Don Fernan Nunez, 
And is it thus a faithful wife you treat ? 

M I wonder in what quarter now the moon is : 
I praise your vast forbearance not to beat 

« Me also, since the time so opportune is — 
Oh, valiant man I with sword drawn and cock'd trigger, 
' Now, tell me, don't you cut a pretty figure ? 

CLI. 

* Was it for this you took your sudden journey, 
•< Under pretence of business indispensible 

* With that sublime of rascals your attorney, 

«c Whom I see standing there, and looking scnsilbU 
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« Of hayiDg play'd tlie fool ? though Loth I sporn,lie 
« Deserves the worst, his cotiduct's less defensible, 
M Because, no douht, 'twas for his dirty fee, 
a And not from any love to you nor me. 

CLII. 

<c If he comes here to take a deposition, 

« By all means let the gentleman proceed ; 
M You've made the apartment in a fit condition :— i 

•c There's pen and ink for you, s£r, when you need- 
H Let every thing he noted with precision, 

« I would not you for nothing should be feed- 
it But as my maid's undrcst, pray turn your spies out' 
« Oh ! » sobb'd Antonia, « I could tear their eyes oal 

CLIII. 

« There is the closet, there the toilet, there 
«< The anti-chamber — search them under, over : 

tt There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair, 
« The chimney — which would really hold a lover. 

t I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care 
« And make no further noise, till you discover 

« The secret cavern of this lurking treasure — 

« And when 'tis found, let me, too, have that plc«sii 



CLIV. 



' 



« And now, Hidalgo ! now that you have throwji 
« Doubt upon me, confusion over all, 

tt Pray have the courtesy to make it known 

« IVho IS the man you search for ? how d'ye call 
Him ? what's his lineage ? let him but be shown— 
« I hope he's young and handsome — is he tall ? 
Tell me — and be assured, that since you staia 

« My honour \\ius,*\X ^;j\\tiQ\V^*Yft.^wcy.. 



<« 
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CLV. 

At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years, 
« At that age he would he too old for slaughter^ 
Or for so young a husband's jealous fears— 
« (Antonia I let me have a glass of water.) 
I I am ashamed of having shed these tears, 
« They are unworthy of my father's daughter j 
My mother dream'd not in my natal hour 
That I should fall into a monster's power. 

CLVI. 

Perhaps 'tis of Antonia you are jealous, 

« You saw that she was sleeping by my side 

When you broke in upon us with your fellows : 

« Look where you please — we've nothing, sir, tohide.^ 

Only another time, 1 trust, you'll tell us, 

« Or for the sake of decency abide 

A moment at the door, that we may be 

Brest to receive so much good company. 

CLVII. 

And now, sir, I have done, and say no more ; 

« The little I have said may serve to show 
The guileless heart in silence may grieve o'er 

« The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow >— 
I leave you to your conscience as before, 

« 'Twill one day ask you wk/' you used me so ? 
God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief! 
(Antonia ! where's my pocket-handkerchijef?) » 

CLVIII. 

he ceased, and turn'd upon her pillow ; pale 
She lay, her dark eyes flashing through tb«ir tears^^ 

like skies that rain and lighten ; as a veil, 
Waved aud o'ershading her wan chctky aig^^^ 
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Ijer strenming liair ; iLe hlaik curls strive, but fail, 

To lii'e the gl«»s>y kb(»ulJ<r, v hich uprears 
lis snow ihnKi^h fill ; — her soft lips lie apart, 
AuJ ioutlcr tkiu her breathing beats her heart. 

CLIX. 

The Scnhor Pen Alfonso stooil confused ; 

Anloiiia bu.^l'ed round the ransHik'd loora, 
And, turning up her nc/sc, with looks abused . 

Her master, and his inMUiidons, of whom 
Kot one, except the attorney, was amused ^ 

He, like Aehites, faithful to the tomb, 
So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause, 
Knowing they must be settled by the laws. 

CLX. 

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, he stood, 
Following Antonia's motions here and there, 

With much suspicion in his attitude ; 
For reputations he had little care ; 

So that a suit or action were made good, 
Small pity had he for the young and fair, 

And ne'er believed in negatives, till these 

Were proved by competent false witnesses. 

CLXI. 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks, 
And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure , 

When, after searching in five hundred nooks, 
And treating a young wife with so much rigour, 

He gain'd no point, except some self-rebukes, 
Added to those his lady with such vigour 

Had pour'd upon him for the last half hour, 

Quick; thick, aii3L\i^aiN^ — ^% ^\W\vder-^h§wer. 
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CLXIl. 

At first lie tried to hammer an excuse, 

To which the sole reply were tears, and sobs, 

And indications of hysterics, whose 
Prologue is always certain throes, and throbs. 

Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose :— 
AlfoBSO saw his wife, and thought of Job's ; 

He saw too, in perspective, 'her relations. 

And then he tried to muster all his patience. 

CLXIII. 

Be stood in act to speak, or rather stammer, 

But sage Antonia cut him short before 
The anvil of his speech received the hammer. 

With « Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no more, 
«< Or madam dies. » — Alfonso muttcr'd « D n her, 

But nothing else, the time of words was o'er ; 
He cast a rueful look or two, and did, ' 

He knew not wherefore, that which he was bid. 

CLXIV. 

With him retired his « posse comitalus, » 

The attorney last, who linger'd near the door, 

Reluctantly, still tarrying there as late as 
Antonia let him — not a Hltle sore 

At this most strange and unexplain'd •< hiatus » 
In Don Alfonso's firts, which just now wore 

An awkward look ; as he revolved the case 

The door was fasten'd in his legal face. 

CLXV. 

No sooner was it bolted, than — Oh shame! 

Oh sin ! Oh sorrow ! and Oh womankinfl ! 
How can you do such things and keep your famfi 

Valffss this world , and t'uthec too^b^^AiiA'^ 
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Nothing so dear as an unOlcVd good name ! 

But to proceed — for there is more behind : 
With much heart-felt reUictance be it said, 
Young Juan slipp'd, half-smother'd , from the Bed. 

CLXVI. 

He had been hid — I don't pretend to say- 
How, nor can I indeed describe the where — 

Young, slender, and pack'd easily, he lay, 
No doubt, in little compass, round or square ; 

But pity him I neither must nor may 
His suffocation by that pretly pair , 

'Twerc better, sure, to die so, than be shut 

With maudlin Clarence in his jyialmsey butt. 

CLXVII. 

And, secondly, I pity not, because 
He had no business to commit a sin^ 

Forbid by heavenly , fined by human laws, 
At least 'twas rather early to begin ; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when we call our old debts in 

At sixty years, and draw the accounts of eyil. 

And find a deuced balance with the devil. 

CEXVIII. 

Of his position I can give no notion z 
'Tis written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 

How the physicians, leaving pill and poljon. 
Prescribed, by way of Mister, a young belle, 

When old King David's blood grew dull in motion; 
And lliAjl the medicine answer'd very well ; 

Perhaps Hwas in a di fie rent way appliedy 

For D^yid IWed, Wx i\xwx u^wVj ^v^d. 
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CLXIX. 

'Vhat's to be done ? Alfonso will be back 
The moment he has sent his fools away. 

.ntonia's ^kili was put upon the rack, 
But no device could be brought into play— - 

nd how to parry the renewM attack ? 
Besides, it wanted but few hours of day s ' 

.ntonia puzzled; Julia did not speak, 

lut press'd her bloodless lip to Juau's cheek. 

CLXX. 

le turn'd his lip to hers, and with ]iis hand 
Caird back the tangles of her ^^nderinghair ; 

«ven then tbeir love they could not all command) 
And half forgot their danger and despair : 

kntonia*s patience now was at a stand — 
« Come, come, 'tis no tinae now for fooling thefe, » 

>he whisper'd, in great wrath— w 1 must deposit 

> This pretty gentlemfiif within the closet : 

CLXKL 

; Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier night—' 
•c ff^ho can have put my master in this mood ? 

1 What will become on't ? — 1 am in such a fright, 
« The devir^ in the urchin, and no good— 

I Is this a time for giggling ? this a p-ight ? 
M Why, don't you know that it may end in Llood ? 

» You'll lose your life, and I shill lose my place, 

( My mistress all, for that half-girlish face. 

CLXXII. 

K Had it but been for a stout cavalier 
« Of tweuty-iive or thirty — (Come, make haste) 

I But for a chiKl, what piece of work is here ! 
• I.r€aUyi madam^ wonder at ^ouj^ \a&W — 
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« (Come, sir, get in) my master must be near. 

w There, for the present, at the least he*s fast, 
« And, if we can but till the morning keep 
« Our counsel — (Juan, mind, you most not sleep.) « 

CLXXIIL 

Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone^ 
Closed the oration of the trusty maid : 

She loiter'd, and he told her to be gone. 
An order somewhat sullenly obey'd • 

However, present remedy was none, 

And no great good seem'd answer'd if she staid : 

Regarding both with slow and sidelong view. 

She snufil'd the candle, curtsied, and withdrew. 

CLXXIV. 

Alfonso paused a minute'-^then begun 

Some strange excuses for his late proceeding; 

He would not justify what he had done. 

To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding ; 

But there were ample reasons for it, none 
Of which he specified in this his pleading : 

His speech was a fine sample, on the whole. 

Of rhetoric, which the leani'd call « rigmarole. » 

CLXXV. 

Julia said nought ; though all the while there rose 
A ready answer, which at once enables 

A matron, who her husband's foible knows, 
By a few tiuiely words to turn the tables, 

Which if it does not silence still must pose, 
Even if it should comprise a pack of fables; 

'Tis to retort with firmness, and when he 

Suspects with pne, 4o ^ou teY^Q^0sv^>3a.t^««, 
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CLXXVI. 

ulia, in fact, bad tolerable grounds, 
Alfonso's loves witb Inez were well known ; 

}ut whether 'twas that one's own guilt confounds, 
But that can't be, as has been often shown, 

i lady with apologies abounds ; 
It might be that her silence sprang alone 

From delicacy to Don Juan's ear, 

To whom she knew his mother's fame was dear. 

CLXXVI I. 

There might be one more motive, which m^kes two, 

Alfonso ne'er to Juan had alluded, 
Mfention'd his jealousy, but never who 

Had been the happy lover, he concluded, 
Conceal'd amongst his premises ; 'tis true, 

His mind the more o'er this its mystery brooded ; 
To speak of Inez now were, one may say, 
-ike throwing Juan in Alfonso's way. 

CLXXVIII. 

k hint, in tender cases, is enough ; 

Silence is best, besides there is a tact 
That modern phrase appears to me sad stuff, 

But it will serve to keep my yerse compact ) 
Vhich keeps, when push'd by questions rather rough ^ 

A lady always distant'from the fact — 
The charming creatures lie with such a grace. 
There's nothing so becoming to the face. 

CLXXIX. 

?hey blush, and we believe them ; at least I 
Have always done so ; 'tis of no great use, 

n any case, at^pmpting a reply, 
For then their eloquence grow& quilt ^tol\x^«\ 
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And when at length they're out of breath, tbcy sigb, 

And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose 
A tear or two, and then we make it up ; 
And then — and then — and then — sit down and sop. 

CLXXX. 

Alfonso closed his speech, and begg'd her pardon, 
Whirh Julia half withheld, and then half granted, 

And laid conditions, he thought, very hard on, 
Denying sever<il little things he wanted : 

He stood tike Adam lingering near his garden , 
With useless penitence perplcx'd and haunted, 

Besecchii'g she no further would refuse, 

When lo ! he stumbled o'er a pair of shoes, 

CLXXXI. 

A pair of shoes ! — what then ? not much, if thej 
Are such as fit with lady's feet, but these 

( No one can tell how much I grieve to say ) 
Were masculine ^ to see them, and to seize. 

Was but a moment's act. — Ah! Well-a-day ! 
My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze— 

Alfonso first examined well their fashion, 

And then flew out into another passion. 

CLXXXII. 

He left the room for his relinquish'd sword. 

And Julia instant to the closet flew. 
« Fly, Juan, fly ! for heaven's sake — not a word--' 

K The door is open — you may yet slip through 
« The passage you so often have explored— 

« Here is the garden>key — Fly — fly— Adieu! 
« Haste— haste ! — I hear Alfonso -s lyirryiDg feet— 
« Day has not brpke*"-there's no one iii.tiM ^eet. • 



^ 
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CLXXXIII. 

E7oDe can say that tLis was not good advice^ 
llie only mischief was, it came too late ; 

Of all experience 'tis the usual price, 
A sort of income-tax laid on by fate : 

Juan had reach 'd the room-door in a trice, 
And might have done so by the garden-gate, 

Bot met Alfonso in his dressing-gown, 

Who threaten'd death — so Juan knocked him down. 

CLXXXIV. 

Dire was the scuffle, and out went the light, 
Antouia cried out u Rape I » and Ju:lia m Fire ! » 

But not a servant stirr'd to aid the fight. 
Alfonso, pommeird to his heart's desire, 

>'Wore lustily he'd be revenged this nijjht ; 

And Juavy too, blasphemed an octave higher ; 

lis blood was up ; though young, he was a Tartar, 

^od not at all disposed to prove a martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

k^lfonso's sword had dropp'd ere he could draw it. 
And they conlitined battling hand to hand, 

Por Juan very luckily ne'er saw it ^ 

His temper not being under great command, 

tf at that moment he had chanced to claw it, 
Alfonso'.s days had not been in the land 

Much longer. — Think of husbands', lovers' liyes! 

And how ye may be doubly widows-rrwives! 

x:pcxxvx. 

Alfonso grappled to detain the foe. 

And Juan throtJed him to get away, 
And blood ( 'twas from the no»e) began to flow i 

At last| as they more faimly wreHling Uj9 
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Juan contrived to give an awkward blow, 

And tben his only garment quite gave way ; 
He fled, like Joseph, leaving it; but there, 
I doubt, all likeness ends between the pair. 

CLXXXVII. 

Lights came at length, and men, and maids, v^ho (oi 
An awkward spectacle their eyes before ; 

Antonia in hysterics, Julia swoou'd, 

Alfonso leaning » breathless, by the door; 

Some half-torn drapery scattered on the ground, 
Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more , 

Juan the gate gain'd, turn'd the key about, 

And liking not the inside, lock'd the out. 

CLXXXVIII.^ 

Here ends this canto. — Need I sing, or say, 
How Juan, naked, favour'd by the night. 

Who favours what she should not, fftund his ytiji 
And reached his home in an unseemly plight? 

The pleasant scandal which arose next day, 

The nine day's wonder which was brought to lij 

And how Alfonso sued for a divorce, 

Were in the English newspapers, of course. 

CLXXXIX. 

If you would like to see the whole proceedings, 
The depositions, and the cause at full, 

The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit or to annul, 

There's more than one edition, and the readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull, 

The best is thai in short-hand ta'en by Gurney, 

Who to Madrid on igxxxigo^ isxaAft ^ Y^^tcieY- 
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CXG. 

lit Donna Inez, to divert the train 

Of one of the most circulating scandals 
hat bad for centuries been known in Spain, 

At lea>t since ihe nlirpnient of the Vandals, 
iist vow'd ( and never had she vow'd in vain ) 

To Virgin jVJary .several pounds of candles; 
nd then, by the advice of some old ladies, 
be bent her son to be shipp'd off from Cadiz. 

CXCI. 

le had resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes, by land or sea, 
) mend his former morals, and get neW| 
Especially in France and Ilaly, 
Lt least this is the thiiig most people do. } 
Julia vsras sent inta a convent ; she 
'ieved, but, perhaps, her feelings may be better 
.own in the following copy of her letter : 

CXCII. 

They tell me 'tis decided ; you depart : 
« 'Tis wise — 'lis well, but not the less a pain ; 

1 have no further claim on your young heart, 
« Mine is the victim, and would be again ; 

To love too much has been the only art 
« I used ; — I write in haste, and if a stain 

Be on this sheet, 'tis not what it appears. 

My eyeballs burn and throb, but have no tears. 

CXCIII. 

I loved, I love you, for this love have lost 
«< State, station, heaven, mankind's, my own esteem, 

And yet can not regret what it hath cost, 
« So dear is stilj the memory of tixaX A\ftwxi\ 
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« Yet, if I name my guilt, 'lis not to boast, 

« None can deem barshlier of me thaa I deem; 
« I trace this scrawl because I cannot rest — 
« Fve nothing to reproach, or to request. 

CXCIV. 

<t Man's love is of man's life a ihiag apart, 

« 'Tis woman's whole existence; man may range 

« The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart, 
« Sworc^, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange 

(I Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart, 
t< And few there are whom these can not estraoge; 

(c Men have all these resources, we but one, 

« To love again, and be again undcwe. 

CXCV. 

« You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride, 
« Beloved and loving many ; all is oVr 

« For me on earth, except some yeall to hide 
« My shame and sorrow deep in my heart's core; 

« These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
«( The passion which still rages as before, 

« And so farewell--forgive me, love me — No, 

« That word is idle now-^but let it go. » 

CXCVI. 

« My breast has been all weakness, is so yet ; 

« But still I think I can collect my mind ; 
« My blood still rushes where my spirit's set, 

« As roll the waves before the settled wind j 
c< My heart is feminiuc, nor can forget—^ 

« To all, except oue image, madly blind; 
« So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole, 
« As \ibra\es m^ (oud\i^M\\id m^ ^'d soul. 
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CXCVII. 

« I have no more to say, but linger stilly 
w And dare not set my seal upon this sheet , 

« And yet I may as well the task fulfil, 
« My misery can scarce be more complete : 

« I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill ; 
« Death shuns the wretch who fain theblow would meet , 

« And I must even survive this last adieu, 

« And bear with life, to love and pray for you ! » 

CXCVIII. 

rhis note was written upon gilt-edged paper 
With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new ; 

9er small white hand could hardly reach the taper. 
It trembled as magnetic needles do, 

4nd yet she did not let one tear escape her ; 
The seal a sunflower ; « Elle vous suit partout^ » 

rhe motto, cut upon a white cornelian ; 

Ihe wax was suf ertine, its hue yenQillion. ^ ^ 

CXCIX. 

This was Don Juan's earliest scrape ; but whether 

I shall proceed with his adventures is 
Dependant on the public altogether ; 

We'll see, however, what they say to this, 
Their favour in an author's cap's a feather, 

And no great mischief's done by their caprice ; 
And if their approbation we experience, 
Perhaps, they'll have some more about a year hence. 

CC. 

My poem's epic, and is meant to be 

Divided in twelve books ) each book containing, 
With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea, 

A list of ships, and captains, and kiu\^s i^^i^m^^^^ 
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New cliararters ; the episorlt-s are three : 
A p.iiiorama view of hell's in traiQing, 
After the style of Virgil and of Homer, 
So tbat my name of Epic's no misuomer. 

CCI. 

All these things will be speciGed in time, 
Wi?h strict regard to Aristotle's rules, 

The ifade mecum of the true sublime, 

Which makes so many poets, and some fools; 

Prose poets like blank-verse, I'm fond of rhyme, 
Good workmen never quarrel with their tools ; 

I've got new mythological machinery, 

And very handsome supernatural scenery. 

ecu. 

There's only one slight difference between 
Me and my epic brethren gone before. 

And here the advantage is my own, # ween; 
( Not that I have not several merits more, 

But this will more peculiarly be seen ) 
They so embellish, that 'tis quite a bore 

Their labyrinth of fables to thread through, 

Whereas this story's actually true. 

CCIII. 

If any person doubt it, I appeal 
To history, tradition, and to facts. 

To newspapers, whose truth all know and feel, 
To plays in five, and operas in three acts ; 

All these confirm my statement a good deal. 
But that which more completely faith exacts 

Is, that myself, and several now in Seville, 

Saw Juan's last elopement with the devil. 
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CCIV. 
yer I slinalcl condescend to prose, 
'II wrile jioeliral cuuimariduieiils, which 

II suprsede beyoud all doubt all lhu=e 
That wenr b.forc ; in ihese I shall emi.h 

test with many things ibal no otjc iiiowa, 
ind carry |)ricqi[ to the hij-hiM |)ili.h : 
call the work - Long.uus o'er a liollle, 

iLvery Poet his own Aristotle. >• 
CCV. 

III shalt believe in Milton, Drydcn, Pope ; 

hoii .'halt iiolsel iij) VVordsworih, (.olcridge, Southey, 
ause the fiist is crazed beyond all hope, 
"he second drunk, the third so ijiiaait and mouthey : 
th trahbe it may be dlnicult to enpe, 
.nd<.aiui>biirs Hi^pocieiie is so^l<'v^hal drouihy: 
lu (halt not ileal fiom baiuiiel liogcrs, uor 
imil— ilirtaiiuu with the auiae of iVloore, 

CCVt. 
41 shnit not covet Mr. Sotheby's Mnse, 
iiii PegNsus, nor aov thing tbdl's his ; 
lu shalt not bear ('the witness like • the Bine), • 
There's one, at least, is veiy fond of this ; ) 
lU sh^ll not write, in sliort, but what 1 ehooM} 
his is true critici-^in, aud you may kiss— 
rtly as yon please, or, not, the lo.l, 
if you dou'i, I'll Liy il oa, by G — d I 

ccvn, 

ay person should presume to assert 

'bis story is not moral. Iir»i, I pray, 

It they will not rry out before tliey're hurt, 

kea that they'll read it o'er again, aud iay« 
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( But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert ) 

Tbat tbis is not a moral tale, tbough gay -, 
Besides, in canto twelfth, I mean to show 
The very place where wicked people go. 

ccvin. 

If, after all, there should be some so blind 
To their own good this warning to despise, 

Led by some tortuosity of mind, 

Not to believe my verse and their own eyes, 

And cry that they « the moral cannot find, >• 
I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies ; 

iihould captains the remark or critics make, 

They also lie too — under a mistake. 

CCIX. 

The public approbation I expect, 

And beg they'll take my word about the moral, 
Which I with their amusement wilNconnect, 

( So children cutting teeth receive a coral ) ; 
Meantime, they'll doubtless please to recollect 

My epical pretensions to the laurel : 
For fear some prudish readers should grow skittisk) 
I've bribed my grandmother's review — the British* 

ccx. 

I sent it in a letter to the editor. 

Who thank'd me duly by return of post — 
I'm for a haudsome article his creditor ; 

Yet if my gentle Muse he please to roast. 
And break a promise after having made it her. 

Denying the receipt of what it cost, 
And smear his page with gall instead of honeyy 
All I can say i$«-*that he had the mon^. 
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CCXI. 

that with this holy new alliance 

ensure the puhlic, and defy 
* magazines of art or science, 

or monthly, or three monthly ; I 

essay'd to multiply their clients, 
5e they tell me 'twere in vain to try, 

the Edinhurgh Review and Quarterly 
lissenting author very martyrly. 

CCXII. 

fo hoc ferrem calidd jui^ntd 

mle Planco, >» Horace said, and $• 

y which quotation there is meant a 

lat some six or seven good years ago 

e I dreamt of dating from the Brenta ) 

ttiost ready to return a hlow, 

Id not brook at all this sort of thing 

t youth— when George the Third was King. 

CCXIII. 

at thirty years my hair is gray — 

ider what it will be like at forty ? 

t of a peruke the other day) 

art is not much greener ; and, in short, I 

ander'd my whole summer while 'twas May^ 

el no more the spirit to retort; I 

it my lifci both interest and principal, 

I not, what I deem'd, my soul invincible. 

CCXIV. 

—no more— Oh ! never more on me 
eshncss of the heart can fall like dew^ 
It of all the lovely things we see 
ts emotions beautiful, and new« 
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Hived in our bosoms like lYic bag o' the bee : 

Think'st tbou the bouey with tbose objects grew! 
Alas I 'twas not in ibem, l)iit in tby power 
To double even tbe sweetness of a flower. 

ccxv. 

No more — no more — Ob I never more, my beart, 
Canst tbou be ray sole world, my universe! 

Oure all in all, but now a ibing Apart, 

Tbou canst not be my blessing or my curse: 

Tbe iliusiou's gone for ever, atifl tbou art 
Insensible, I truM, but none tbe* worse, 

And in tby stead I've got a deal of judgment, 

Tbougb beavcu kuows bow it ever found a lodgi 

CCXVI. 

My days of love are ov<*r, me no more ' 
1 be c barms of m'lid, wife, aud still less of 

Can make tbe fool of wbirb tbey made befo'C, 
In >burt, 1 must not lead the life I did do; 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o'er, 
Ibe cojjious use «)f clnret is forbid too, 

So for a good old-geutlcmauly vice, 

I tbiuk I must take up wilb avarice. 

CfXVlI. 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken 
Before the shrines of borrow and of Pleasnre; 

And the two la-^t have left me many a fok'^n 
O'er which reOection may be made at leisure t 

Now, like Friar Pacou'b brazen h ad, I've s|H)knif 
« Time is, Time wa*^^, 'I ijii(% past, » a cbyniic 

Is glittering youth, which I h vc spent betimes— ' 

Uj hearl in ^abbiou^ ^ud ui^ bead on rhymes. 
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CCXVIII. 

What is the end of fame ? 'tis but to fill 

A certain portion of uncertain paper : 
Some liken it to climbing up a hill, 

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour ; 
For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill. 

And bards burn what they call their « midnight taper, » 
To have, when the original is du$t, 
A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust. 

CCXIX, 

What are the hopes of man ? old Egypt's King. 

Cheops erected the first pyramid 
knd lai^est, thinking it was rjust the thing • • 

To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid ; 
Bat somebody or other rummaging, 

Burglariously broke his coffin's lid : 
Let not a monument give you or me hopes 
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Gheops» 

•» ccxx. 

But I, being fond of true philosophy, 

Say very often to myself^ « Alas ! 
« All tlungs that have been bom were born to die, 

M And flesh (which Death mows down to hay) is grass: 
« ToaNe pass'd your youth not so uu^easantly, 

M And if you had it o'er again — 'twould pass— « 
« So ihank your stars that matters are no worse, 
« And read your Bible, sir, and mind your purse. » 

CCXXI. 

Bat for the present, gentle reader, and 
Still gentler purchaser! the bard — that's I— i* 

Most, with permission, shake you by the hand. 
And so your bumble servant, and goodb'j^l 

^ ,1 
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We meet again, if we should anderstand 
Each other ; and if BOlf I shall not try 
Yoar patience further than by this sh«rt sanplt-^ 
'Twere well if others followed my example. 

ccxxir. 

« Goy little book, from this my solitude I 
« I cast thee on the waters, go thy ways ! 

« And if, as I beliete, thy yeift be good, 

« The world will find thee after many days. • 

When Soathey's read, and Wordsworth uDdenlo4 
I caA*t help potting in my daim to praise— 

The four first rhymes are Soathey's erery line: 

For God's sake, reader 2 tAe them not for mine. 
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CAJSTO IL 
L 

Qfl ye ! wbo teach tlie iogenaoas youtli of natiOnS| 
Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spaio^ 

[ pray ye flog tbem upon all occasions, 
It mends tbeir morals ; never mind the pain t 

The best of mothers and of educations 
In Juan's case were but employ'd in Tain, 

Sind^ in a way, that's rather of the oddest, he 

Btcame diyested of his native modesty. 

H. 

Had he hot been placed at a public school^ 
In the third form, or evcM in the foucthy. 

His daily task had kept his fancy cool. 

At least, had he been nurtured in the no^ ).' 

Spain may prove an eiiception to the rule, 
But then exceptions al^ys prove its worth-- 

A lad of sixteen causing a divOTfca r ^ 

Puzzled his tutors very much, of ^coucse.. 

m. 

• ' ■ . * . 

I can't say durt H psalevtte at^aft, - . 

If all ibmg^ be eota^ider^d t^ first, there yam 
Bis tady<-tiiother,flMriieniiatffal^ 

k tP ' ^m Ynr aiisd ; Ui intirry mx <iA w^ 
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A pretly woman— ( that's quite natural, 

Or else the thing had hardly come to pass;} 
A husband rather old, not much in unity 
With his young wife — a time, and opportunity. 

IV. 

Well-*well, the world must turn upon its axis. 
And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails, 

And live and die, make love and pay our taxes, 
And as the veering wind shifts, shift our saik ; 

The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us, 
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales, 

A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame, 

Fighting, devotioAi dust,— perhaps a name. 

V. 

I said, that Juan had bee^ sent to Cadiz — 

A pretty town, I recollect it well — 
'Tis there the mart of the colonial trade is 

(Or was, before Peru leam'd to rebel) 
And such sweet girls-«<-I mealn, s&A graceful ladies, 

Their very w;alk would make your bosom swell ; 
I can't describe it, though so much it strike, 
If or liken it— I never saw the like : 

An Arab horse, a stately <tag, a barb 

JUtyr broke, a camelopard, a gazelle, ^ 

No — none of these will dpr;— and then their garb ! 

Their veil and petticoat — Alas ! to dwell 
Upon such things wouMvery near absorb 

A canto-^thentheit* feet and ancle$ — w4^f' . 
Thank heaven I've got no metaphor qilite ceadfi >' 
Afld so, my v^s^ ^S^s^s^r-rKss^^^x^ \^ «ii^ady— 
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VIL 

laste Muse ! — well, if you must, you must — iKe veil 
Thi'own back a moment with the glancing hand, 
^hile the o'erpowering eye, that turns you pale, 
Flashes into the heart :— All sunny land 
r love ! when I forget you, may I fail 

To- say my prayers — ^but never was there plannM 

dress through which the eyes give such a volley, 
ccepting the Venetian Fazzioli. 

VIIL 

]t to oar tale : the Donna Inez sent 

Her son to Cadiz only to embark ; 
o stay there had not answer'd her intent, 

But why ! — we leave the reader in the dark— 
Lwas for a voyage that the young man was meant, 

As if a Spanish ship were Noah's ark, 
o wean him from the wickedness of earth, 
nd send him like a dove of promise forth, 

IX. 

on Juan bid his valet pack his things 

According to direction, then received 
. lecture and some money : for four springs 

He was to travel ; and though Inez grieved, 
U every kind of parting has its stings) 

She hoped he would improve — perhaps believed : 
L letter, too, she gave ( he never read it ) 
tf good advice-'-and two or three of credits 

X. 

Q the mean time, to pass her hours away, 
Brave Inez now set up a Sunday school 
or naughty children, who would rather phy 
(Like truaat rogues) the devil) or tlie io(A\ 
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Infants of three years old were taught that day, 

Dunces were whipt, or set upon a ^tool t 
The great success of Juan's education 
Spurr'd her to teach another geaeratiou. 

XI. 

Juan emhark'd — ^the ship got under way, 
The wind was fair, the water passing rough; 

A devil of a sea rolls in that bay, 

As I, who've cross'd it oft, know well enough ; 

And standing upon deck, the dashing spray 
Flies in one's face« and makes it weatheMOBgli •' 

And there he stood to take, and take again, 

His first— perhaps Us last — farewell of Spain. 

xn. . 

I can't but say it is an awkward sight 
To see one's native land receding through 

The growing waters ; it unmans one qttit% 
Especially when life is rather new : 

I recollect Great Britain's coast looks whitei 
But almost every other country's blue. 

When gazing on them, mystified by distance, 

We enter on our nautical existence. . 

XIII. 

$0 Juan stood, bewildcr'd, on the deck : 

The wind sung, cordage strain'd, and sailcvs sx^ont 

And the ship creak'd, the town became a speci, 
From which away so fair and fast they bore. 

The best of remedies is a beef-steak 
Against sea-sickness ; try it, sir, before 

Ton sneer, and I assure you this ia true, 

For I ha^e founiVx ax^wtft— -winvj ^^>i. 
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XIV. 

stodA, and, gasiog from tbe stem, 
his native Spam reee^Kftg far ; 
ings form a lesson hard to lean], 
latioDS feel this whea they go to war ; 
a sort of unexprest concern, 
of shock that sets imt*s boart a)ar : 
; even the most mpleasaDt people 
;s, one keeps looking at the ste€]^a. 

XV. 

bad got many things to leave, 
thcr, and a mistress, and no wife, 
3 had much bettei* cause to grieve 
lany persons more advanced in life; 
3 DOW and then a sigh must heave 
:ting even those we quit in strife, 
we weep for those the heart endears— 
ill deeper griefs congeal our tears. 

XVI. 

vept, as wept the captivt Jews 
>el's waters, still remembering Sion t 
but mine is not a weeping Muse, 
ch light griefs are not a thing to dio «l ; 
m should travel, if but to amuse 
elves ; and the next time their servants tie on 
leir carriages their new pottmantean, 
t may be lined with this my canto . 

xvn. 

i wept, and much he sigh'd and thought, 
his sah tears dropp'd into the salt sea, 
to the sweet ; >» ( I like so much to quote : 
ust excuse this extract, 'tis whsrt «Sdl^% 
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Jhe Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought 

Flowers to the grave ; ) and sobbing often, he 
Reflected on his present situation, 
And seriously resolved on refonnation. 

XVIII. 

« Farewell, my Spain ! a long farewell ! » he cried, 

« Perhaps I may revisit thee no more, 
« But die, as many an exiled heart hath died, 
« Of its own thirst to see again thy shore : 
• Farewell, where Guadalquivir's waters glide! 

. u Farewell, my mother ! and, since all is o'er, 
« Farewell, too dearest Julia ! » — ( here he drew 
Her letter out again, and read it through. ) 

XK. 

« And oh ! if e'er I should forget, I swear— 
« But that's impossible, and cannot be-*' 

« Sooner shall this blue Ocean meh to air, 
«< Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sca^ 

« Than 1 resign thine image, Oh ! my fair ! 
« Or thir.k of any thing excepting thee ^ 

« A mind diseavsed no remedy can physic » — 

(;Here the ship gave a lurch, and he grew sea-sick.) 

XX. 

« Sooner shall heaven kiss earth — ( here he fell sickr) 
Oh, Julia! what is every other woe ? — 

« (For God's sake let me have a glass of liquor— 
« Pedro ! Battista ! help me down below. ) 

« Juiia^ my love ! — ( you rascal, Pedro, quicker)— 
« Oh Julia ! — ( this curst vessel pitches so)-^ 

« Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching! »» 

(Here he grew inarUt\Aa\e viV^DL\^v^\\M^,\ 
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XXI. 

e felt that chilling heaviness of heart, 
Or rather stomach, which^ alas ! attends^ 

eyond the best apothecary's art, 
The loss of love, the treachery of friends, 

r death of those we dote on, when a part 
Of us dies with them as each fond hope ends : 

doubt he would have been much more pathetic^ 

at the sea acted as a strong emetic. 

XXII. 

»ye's a capricious power ; I've known it hold 

Out through a fever caused by its own heat| 
Dt be much puzaled by a cough and cold, 

And find a quinsy very hard to treat ; 
gainst all noble maladies he's bold. 

Bat vulgar illnesses don't like to meet, 
or that a sneeze should interrupt his sigb^ 

or inflammations redden his blind eye. 

xxni. 

ittt worst of all is nausea, or a pain 
About the lower region of the bowels ; 

ove, who heroically breathes a vein, 
Shrinks from the application of hot towels, 

nd purgatives are dangerous to his reign, 
Sea-sickness death : his love was perfect, how else 

ould Juan's passion, while the billows roar, 

esist his stomach, ne'er at sea before? 

XXIV. 

he ship, call'd the most holy «< Trinidada^ i# 
Was steering duly for (hie. port Leghorns 

or there the Spanisli family Woncada 
VYere settled long ere Juan's sire ^a& bomi 
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They were relations, and for them he had a 

Letter of introduction, which the mom 
Of his departure had been sent him hj 
His Spanish friends for those ia Italy. 

XXV. 

His suite consisted of three servants and 

A tutor, the licentiate PedriUo, 
Who several languages did understand. 

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow, 
And, rocking in his hamniock, long'd for land, 

His head- ache being increased by every billow ; 
And the waves oozing through the port-hole made 
His birth a httle damp, and him afraid. 

XXYI. 

Twas not withont some reason, for the wind 
Increased at night, until it blew a gale ; 

And though 'twas not much to a naval mind. 
Some landsmen would have look'd a little pale, 

For sailors are, in fact, a different kind : 
At sunset they began to take. in sail, 

For the sky show'd it would come on to blow^ 

And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so. 

XXVIl. 

At one o'clock the wind vtrith sudden shift 

Threw the ship right into the trough of the scat 

Which struck her aft, and made an awkward rift, 
Started the stern-post, also shattered the 

Whole of her stem*frarae, and ere she cooH lift 
Herself (tWA ost her present jeopardy 

The rudder tore! avray : 'twas time to seuncl 

The pumps) and there were four faet wster ktmi* 



Canto lu itt 

XXVllI. 

)ne gang of people instantly was put 

Upon the pumps, and the remainder set 
To get up part of the cargo, and what not, 

But they could not come at the leak as yet ; 
it last they did get at it really, hut 

Still their salvation w'a's an even bet : 
The water rushM through in a way quite puzzKng, 
iVhiJe they thrust sheets, shirts, jackets, bales of moslin, 

XXIX. 

[uto the opening ; but all such ingredients 
Would have been vain, and they musthave gone down. 

Despite of all their efforts and expedients. 
But for the pumps : I'm glad to make them knovm 

To all the brother tars who may have need hence^ 
For fifty tons of water were uplhrown 

By them per hour, and they had all been undone 

But for the maker, Mr. Mann, of London. 

XXX. 

As day advanced the weather 5eem*d to abate, 
And then the leak they rcckon'd to reduce. 

And keep the ship afloat, though three feet yet 
Kept two hand and one chaitt'^nip still in. ase. 

The wind blew fresh agaij^ i as it grew late 

A squall came on^ and while some guns broke loose, 

A gust— which all descriptive pow^ transcends— - 

Laid with one blast the ship on her beam tnds, 

XXXL 

3!here she lay, motionlessL^ and seem'd upset; 

The water left the hold, and wash'd.the decks, 
And made a scene men do not soon forget ; 

For they remenher battles^ fires, and wrecks, , ^ 
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Or any otbcr tiling that brings regret, 

Or breaks tbcir hopes, or hearts, or heads, or necks 
Thus drownings are much talk'd of by the divers 
And swimmers who may chance to be suryivors* 

XXXII. 

Immediately the masts v^ere-cut away. 

Both main and mizen : first the mizen went. 

The mainmast follow'd : but the ship still l^y/ 
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent. 

Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
Eased her at last ( although we never meant 

To part with all till every hope was blighted, ) 

And then with violence the old ship righted. 

XXXIIL. 

It may be easily supposed, while this 

Was going on, some people were unquiet, 

That passengers would find it much amiss 

To lose their lives as well^as spoil their diet; 

That even the able seaman, deeming his 
Days nearly o'er, might be disposed to riot, 

As upon such occasions tars will ask 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from the cask. 

xxxiv. 

There's nought, no doubt, so much the spirit calnis 
As rum and true religion ; thus it was. 

Some plundered, some drank spirits, some sung psahns 
The high wind made the treble, and as bass 

The hoarse harsh waves kept time'; fright cured the (JbA 
Of all the hirkless landsmen's' sea-sick maws : 

Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy, devbtiohi 
CJamour'd in clvoxus \o vNv^ iom^v>^^«tt* 
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XXXV. 

"I'haps more mischief had been done, but for 
Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his years, 

Dt to the spirit-room, and stood before 
It with a pair of pistols ; and their fears, 

s if Death were more dreadful by his door 
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears, 

.ept still aloof the crew, who, ere they sunk, 

bought it would be becoming to die drunk. 

XXXVI. 

Gire as more grog, » they cried, « for it will be 
« All one an hour hence, m Juan answer'd, « No ! 

Tis true that Death awaits both you and me, 
« But let us die like men, not sink below 

Like brutes : » — and thus his dangerous post kept he, 
And none liked to anticipate the blow ; 

nd even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor, 

Vas for some rum a disappointed suitor. 

XXX VII. 

he good old gentleman was quite aghast. 

And made a loud and pious lamentation ; 
epented all his sins, and made a last 

Irrevocable yow of reformation ; 
^hing should tempt him more ( this peril past ) 

To quit his academic occupation^ 

cloisters of the classic Salamanca, 
> follow Juan's wake like Sancho Panca. 

XXXVIII. 

» 

It DOW there came a flash of hope once more ; 

Day broke, and the wind lull'd : the masts were gone, 
3e leak increased ; shoals ronAd her, but no shore, 

The vessel s^nif yet still she hc\d hsx wUv. 
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Tbcy tried tbe pumps again, and though before 

1 heir desperate efforts seem*d all useless growo, 
A glimpse of sunshine set some bands to bale— 
The stronger pump'd, the weaker tbrumra'd a sail. 

XXXK. 

Under the vesseFs keel tbe sail was past, 
And for the moment it had some effect ; 

But with a leak , and not a stick of mast, 
Nor rag of canvas, what could they expect? 

But still 'tis best to straggle to the last : 
'Tis nerer too iate to be wholly wreek'd : 

And though 'tis true that man ran only die ooGe, 

'Tis not 80 pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons. 

XL- 
There windsand waves hadhurl'd them, and from tkei 

Without their will, they carried then aw^y^ 
For they were forced with steering to dispense, 

And never had as yet a quiet day 
On which they might repose, or even commence 

A jurymast or rudder, or could say 
The ship would sjvim an hour, which, by good loci 
Still swam — though not exai^tfy liki a duck. 

XLI. 

The wind, in fact, perhaps was ratfaer less. 
But the ship laboured so, they scarce could hope 

To weather out much longer ; the distress 
Was also great with which they had to cope 

For want of water, and their solid mess 
Was scant enough : in vain the telescope 

Was used — nor sail nor shore appeared in sight, 

Nought bill the Vtvrj vt^ w&tfsmasB^ui^ 
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XLII. 

^ain llie weatlier Arealen'd, — again blew 

A gale, and in the fore and alter hoM ^ 

Vatcr appeared; yet, though the people knew 
All this, the most wer^ p^tknt, and some bold, 

lintil the chains and leathers were worn through 
Of all our pumps : — a wreck complete she roird, 

kt mercy of the waves , whose mercies are 

.Jke human beings during civil war. 

XLIII. 

EIma came the carpenter, at last, with tears 
In his rough eyes , and told die captain, he 

ISodld do no more; he was a man in years, 

And long had voyaged through many a stormy sea, 

%nd if he wept at length, they were not fears 
That made bis eyelids as n woman's be. 

Bat he, poor fellow, had a wife and children, 

Xwo things for dying people quite bewildering. 

XLIV. 

The ship was evidently settling now 

Fast by the head ; and, all distinction gone. 

Some went to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their saints — but there were none 

To pay them with ; and some looked o'er the bow ; 
Some hoisted out the boats; and there was one < 

That begg'd Pedrillo for an absolution, 

Who told him to be damn'd — ^ia his confusion. 

XLV. 

Some lash'd them in their hammocks, some put on 

Their best clothes, as if going to a fair ; 
^ome cursed the day on which they saw the sun^ 

And gnash'd their tceth^ and, hovttin^) \Qiti>]»!dx^ftais&\ 
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And others went on as they had begun, 

Getting the boats out, beidg well aware 
That a tight boat will live in a rough sea. 
Unless with breakers close beneath her lee. 

XLVI. 

The worst of all was^ that in their conditioni 
Haying been several days in great distress^ 

'Twas difficult to get out such provision 

As now might render their long suffering less : 

Men, even when dying, dislike inanition ; 

Their stock was damaged by the weather's stres: 

Two casks of biscuit, and a keg of butter. 

Were all that could be thrown into the cutter. 

XLVII. 

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 

Some pounds of bread, though injured by the wet; 
Water, a twenty gallon cask or so ; 

Six flasks of wine ^ and they contrived to get 
A portion cf their beef up from below, 

And wjth a piece of pork, moreover, met. 
But scarce enough to serye them for a luncheon- 
Then there was rum, eight gallons in a puncheon. 

XLVJII. 

The other boats, the yawl and pinnace, had 
Been stove in the beginning of the gale ; 

And the long-boat's condition was but bad, 
As there were but two blankets for a sail. 

And one oar for a mast, which a young lad 
Threw in by good lurk over the ship's rail; 

And two boats could not hold, far less be stored| 

Tq 5aY€ one ha)£ ikt ^^o^U ^<^i3l qu ViA«sd» 
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XLIX. 

'Twas twilight, for the sunless day went down 

Over the waste of waters; like a veil, 
Which, if withdrawn, would hut disclose the frown 

Of one who hates us , so the night was shown, 
And grimly darkled o'er their faces pale. 

And hopeless eyes, which o'er the deep alone 
Gazed dim and desolate ; twelve days had Fear 
Been their familiar, and now Death was here. 

L. 

Some trial had hecn making at a raft, 
With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at which one would have laugh'd, 
If any laughter at such times could be, 

Unless with people who too much have quaff 'd, 
And have a kind of wild and horrid glee , 

Half epileplical, and half hysterical : — 

Their preservation would have been a miracle. 

LI. 

At half-past eight o'clock, booms, hencoops, spars, 
And all things, for a chance, had been cast loose, . 

That still could keep afloat the struggling tars. 
For yet they strove, although of no great use : 

There was no light in heaven but a few stars, 
The boats put off overcrowded with their crews ; 

She gave a heel, and then a lurch to port^ 

And, going down head foremost — sunk, in short. 

LII. 
Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell, 

Then shriek'd the timid, and stood still the brave, 
Then somfc leap'd overboard with dreadful yell. 

As eager to anticipate their grave *, 
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And the sea yawn'd around ber like a hell. 

And down sbe suck'd witb her the whirhog wan, 
Like one who grapples with his enemy, 
And strives to strangle him before he 

Lni. 

And first one umversal shriek there msh'd. 
Louder than the loud Ocean, like a crash 

Of echoing thunder ; and then all was busb'd. 
Save the wild wind and the remorseless dash 

Of billows ; but at interyah there guch'd. 
Accompanied with a couTulsive splashy 

A solitary shriek, the babbling cry 

Of some strong swimner in bis agoay. 

LIV. 

The boats, as stated, had got off before, 
And in them crowded several of the crew ; 

And yet their present hope was hardlynnore 
Than what it had been, for so strong it blew 

There was slight chance of reaching any shore ; 
And thru they were too many, though so few-* 

Kine in the cutter, thirty in the boat, 

Were counted in them when they got afloat. 

LV. 

All the rest perish'd ; near two hundred souls 
Had left their bodies; and, what's worse, alas! 

"When over Catholics the Ocean rolls, 

They must wait several weeks before a mass 

Takes off one peck of purgatorial coals. 

Because, till people know what*s come to ("ass, 

They wont lay out their money on the dead>-^ 

It costs three francs iot tN^i^ tftafi& \W\'« said. 
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LVI. 

an got into the long-boat, and there 

Contrived to help Pedrillo to a place ; 
jeem'd as if they had exchanged their care. 

For Juan wore the magisterial face 
Ifieh courage gives, while poor Pedrillo's pair 

Of eyes were crying for their owner's case : 
attista, though, ( a name call'd shortly Tita ) 
7sk8 lost by getting at some aqua-vita. 

LVU. 

edro, his valet, too, he tried to savOi 
But the same cause, conducive to his losi ^ 

eft him so drunk, he jmnp'd info the wavo 
As o'er the cutter's edge he tried to cross, 

nd so he found a wine-and-watery grave ; 
They conld not rescue him althoegh so close, 

lecause the sen nm higher every minute, 

bd for the boat--*the crew kept crowding m if. 

LVIII. 

i small old spaniel ,-*which had been Don Jose's, 
Jiis father's, whom he loved, as ye m^y think, 

or on such things the memory reposes 
With tenderness, — stood howling on the brink, 

Howing, ( dogs have such intellectual noses ! } 
No doubt, the vessel was about to sink ; 

dd Juan caught him up, and ere he stepp'd 

ff, threw him in, then after him ho leap'd. 

• LIX. 

e also stuflTd his money where he <ionld 

About his person, and Pedrillo's too, 
^o let him do, in fact, whate'er he would. 

Not knowing what himseff to sa^, or 4o^ 
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As every rising wave his dread renewM j 

But Juan, trusting they might still get through, 
And deeming (here v^rere remedies for any i]], 
Thus re-embai'k'd his tutor and his spaniel. 

LX. 

'Twas a rough night, and blevv so stiffly yet, 
That the sail v^as becalm'd between the seas, 

Though on the wave's high top too much to set, 
They dared not take it in for all the breeze ; 

Each sea cur]*d o'er the stem, and kept them wet, 
And made them bale without a moinent's ease. 

So that themselves as well as hopes were damp'd. 

And the poor little cutter Quickly sw^mp'd. 

LXI. 

Nine souls more went in her : the long-boat still 
Kept above water, with an oar. foremast, 

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast : 

Though every wave rolIM menacing to fill, 
Aud present peril all before surpassM, 

They grieved for those who perish'd with the cutter 

And also for the biscuit-casks and butter 

LXIL 

The sun rose red and fiery, a stoi'c sign 
Of the -continuance of the gale : to ran 

Before the sea, until it should grow fine, 
Was all that for the present could be done : 

A few tea-spoonfuls of their rum and wine 
Were served out to the people , who begun 

To faint, and damaged bread wet through the bags, 

And most of iloLeui \iaLd\\viV« c\o\W W\. va^s. 
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LXUh 

Qted thirty , crowded ia a space 
left scai'ce room for motion or e3;ertion ; 
their best to modify their case, 
[If sate up , though oumb'd with the immersion, 
ther half were laid down in their place / 
oh and watch ; thus, shivering like the tertian 
ts cold fit, they fiU'd their boat, 
bing but the sky for a great coat* 

LXIV, 

certain the desire of life 

^8 it; this is obvious to physicians, 

tients , neither plagued with friends nor vfiffy 

! through very desperate conditions, 

bey still can hope, nor shines thejLnife 

ears of Atropos before their visions s 

r all recovery spoils longevity, 

s men's miseries of alarming brevity* 

' LXV, 

hat persons living on aunuities 

iger lived than others,— -God knows why, 

plague the grantors,— ryet so true it is, 

»me, I really think, do never die ; 

editors the worst a Jew it is. 

It's their mode of fumiahing supply : 

img days they lent me cash that way^ 

[pund v^ troublesome to pay. 

■' ■ LXVL 

mth people in. an opto boat, 

ire upon thelovie of life, and bear 

a can be belie^ved, or even thought, 

md iiko rocks the tempest's. wejair and Uu^ 
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And hardship stiil has been the sailor's lot, 

Since ^oah's ark went cruising here and there; 
She had a curious crew as well as cai^, 
Like the firs^ old Greek privateer^ the Argo. 

LXVII- 

But man is a carnivorous prodoction. 

And must have meals, at least one meaf a day; 

He cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction, 
But, like the shark and tiger, must have prey: 

Although his anatomical construction 
Bears vegetables in a granddiBg vrajTy 

Your labouring people think beyond aU qvestioDi 

Beef, veal, and mutton , better for digeatiMi* 

LXVIir. 

And thm it was vrich this our bapkss cr#w^ 
For on the third day them eame on • cakn. 

And though at first theur strength it might EeaeWt 
And, lying on their weaFiaess like balm, 

Luird them like turtles sleeping on the blue 
Of Ocean, when they woke they tf^ a qcutei 

Abd fell all ravenously on their provisioir^ 

Instead of hoarding it with due precisioir. : 

The consequence was easily fore$«en — 

They ate up alt they had, anA dMnk^ Aeir tifce^ 

In spite of all remonstrances, akid'fl«ar 

On what, in fact, nekt day were they to dine? 

They hoped tb* wtad wonU iise^ iWsa fooUi am 
And cany tfacm to shore; tfieflt hopes w«re floe, 

But as they hoA bot oat oar^ nd tkit hrittk^ 
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« LXX. 

die fourth day came, but not a breath of air, 
Ajad Oceau slumber'd like an unweao'd child : 

The ilfth day , and their boat lay floating there. 
The sea and sky were bhie, and clear, and mild— 

i/Vith their one oar ( I wish they had bad a pair ) 
What could they do ? and hunger's rage grew wild i 

fo Juan's spaniel , spite of his entreating, 

Wm8 kill'd, and portioned out for present eating. 

LXXI. 

3n the sixth day they fed upon hit bide. 
And Juan , who had still refused, because 

rhe creature y^is his father's dog that dwd^ 
Now feeling all the vulture in bis jaws, 

PVith some remorse received ( though first denied ) 
Af a great favom* one of die fi»»e-pAW», 

IVhich he divided with Pedrillo, wbe 

Devoir'd k, longing f)r the mh«r toe. 

LXXIl. 

rhe seyenth day, and no. windr— the burning sua 
Blister'd and scorch'd^ and^ stagnant on the bcm^ 

rhey lay like carcases; and hope was sane^ 
Save in the breeze that came not ; savagely 

rhey glared upon eac& offatp^all was done , 
Water, and .wine, and food,-^And you might sea 

The lougiogs: of the caBia)»al, ariae 

; Although th^. jfoloQ not.) in. theii: wolfislk eyee» j 

UOillL 

it length one wkbpe/d %m cenpevioit , ^ba^ 
Wl^per^d JmetMer, and Aus it w«iM roottd^ 
laid then into a henver MNiiinuf gre^y 
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And when his comrade's tbouglit each sufferer knew, 
'Twas but his own, suppressed till now, he found: 
And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood, 
And who should die to be his fellow's food. 

LXXIV. 

But ere they came to this, they that day shared 
Some leathern caps, and what remained of sbocs; 

And then they look'd around them , and despair'di 
And none to be the sacrifice would choose; 

At length the lots were torn up , and prepared, 
But of materials that much shock the Muse— 

Ilaviog no paper, for the want of better, 

They took by force from Juan Julia's letter. 

LXXV. 

# 

The lots were made, and mark'd, and mix'd,andliaDJ0 
In silent honor, and their distribution' 

Lull'd even the savage hunger which demanded, 
Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 

None in particular had sought or plann'd it, 
'Twas natiire gnaw'd them to this resolution, 

By which hone were [lermitled to be neuter — 

And the lot fell on JuAn^s luckless tutor. 

LXXVL 

He but requested to be bled to death : 
The surgeon had his instmioients, and bled 

Pedrillo, and so gently ebb'd his breath , - 
You hardly could perceive when he was dead. 

He died as born, a Catholic in faith, 

like most in the beUef in which thay're hred^ 

And first a Ijttle crucilix he kiss'd, ; 

And tbeu held. ou\ \ii% \w<^vlax and wrist* ' 
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LXXYIL 

be surgeon, as there was no other fee, 
Had his first choice of morsels for his pains ; 
at being thirstiest at the moment, he 
Preferr'd a draught from the fast-flowing veins : 
art was divided, part thrown in the sea, 
And such things as the entrails and the brains 
egaled two sharks, who folio w'd o'er the billow- 
he sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo. 

LXXVIII. 

he ^sailors ate him, all save three, or four, 
Wha were not quite so fond of animal food ; 

o these was added Juan, who, before 
Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 

eel now his appetite increased much more ; 
*Twas not to be expected that he should, 

iven in extremity of their disaster, 

)iDe with them on his pastor and his master. 

LXXIX. . 

Fwas better that he did not ; for, in fact, 
The consequence was awful in the extreme : 

Or they, who were most ravenous in the act. 
Went raging mad — Lord ! how they did blaspheme ! 

od foam and roll, with strange convulsions rack'd, 
Drinking salt-water like a mountain-stream, 

caring, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing, 

nd, with hyaena laughter, died despairing.' 

LXXX. 
beir numbers were much thinn'd by this infliction, 

And all the rest were thin enough, heaven knows; 
Liid some of them had lost their recollection, 

Happier than they who still perceived their woes ; 
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But others ponder 'd on a new dissectTon, 

As if not warn'd sufficiently by those 
Who had already pensh'd, suffering madlyi 
For having used their appetites so sadly. 

LXXXI. 

And uext they thought upon the master's matei 
As fattest ; but he saved himself, because, 

Besides being much averse frqm such a fate, 
There w^ere some other reasons ; the first v^as^ 

He had been rather indisposed of late, 

And that which chieOy proved his saving cUase, 

Was a small present made to him at CadiEy 

By general subscription of the kidiea« 

LXXXIL 

Of poor Pedrilla something still remained, 
But was used sparingly, — some v^ere afraid, 

And others still their appetites coBstrain'd^ 
Or but at times a little supper made ; 

All except Ji>an, who throughout abstained, 
Chewing a piece of bamboo, ancj some lead: 

At length they caught two boobies, and a noddy, 

And then they left off eating the dead body, 

LXXXIH. 

And if PedriIlo*s fate should shocking be, 

Bemember Ugoliuo condescends 
To cat the head of his arch-enemy 

The moment after he politely ends 
His tale ; if foes be food in heli, at sea 

'Tib surely fair to dine upon our frienob. 
When shipwreck's short allowance growstoo mnt] 
Without being mucVi m^t horrible ibatt-Daiilcw 
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knd the same niglit there fell a shower, of rain, 

For which their mouths gaped, like the cracks of earth 

^hen dried to summer dust ; till taught by pain, 
Men really know not wba4 good water's worth ; 

If you had been in Turkey or in Spain, 

Or with a famish'd boat's-crew had youf birth,. 

Dr in the desert heard the camel's bell, 

You'd wish yourself where Truth is — in a well. 

LXXXV. 

It pour'd down torrents^ but they wer« n» ridM 
Until they found a ragged piece of sheet 9 

^hich served them as a sort of spongy pitcher^ 
And when they deem'd its moistm*e was completey 

They wrung it out, and though a thirsty ditcher 
Might not have thought the scanty draught so sweet 

As a full pot of porter, to their thinking 

They ne'er till now had known the joys of drinking. 

LXXXVI. 

And their baked lips, iwith many a bloody crack, 
Suck'd in the moisture, which like nectar stream'd ; 

Their throats were ovens, their swoln tongues were black, 
As the rich man's in hell, who vainly scream'd 

To beg the beggar, who could not rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seem'd 

To taste of heaven — If this be true, indeed, 

Some Christians have a comfortable creed. 

Lxxxvn. 

There were two fathers in tlus ghastly crew^ 
And with them their two sons, of whom the. one 

'Wm more robust and hardy to the view, 
Bui he died early ; and when he was gooe^ 
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His nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 

One glance on hira, and said, «» Heaven's will be done 
M I can do nothing, » and he saw him thrown 
Into the deep without a tear or groan. 

LXXXVIII. 

The other father had a weaklier child, 
Of a soft check, and aspect delicate; 

But the hoy bore up long, and with a mild 
And patient spirit held aloof his fate ; 

Little he said, and now and then he smiled, 
As if to win a part from off the weight 

He saw increasing on his father's heart, 

With the deep deadly thought, that they mast part. 

LXXXIX. 

And o'er him bent his sire, and never raised 
His eyes from off his face, but wiped the foam 

From his pale lips, and ever on him gazed, 

And when the wish'd-for shower at length was con^ 

And the boy's eyes, which the dull film half glazed, 
Brighten'd, and for a moment seem'd to roam, 

He squcezecTfrom out a rag some drops of rain 

Into his dying child's mouth — ^but in vain. 

XC. 

The boy expired — the father held the clay, 
And look'd upon it long, and when at last 

Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay 
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were past, 

He watch'd it wistfully, until away 

'Twas borne by the rude wave wherein 'twas cast; 

Then he himself .fiunk down all dumb and shivendg, 

And gave no sign, of life ^ save his limbs quivering. 
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XCI. 

Hovr overhead a rainbow, bursting through 

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning the dark sea, 

Resting its bright base on the quivering blue ; 
And all within its arch appeared to be 

Clearer than that without, and its wide hue 
Wax'd broad and waving, like a banner free, 

Then changed like to a bow that's bent, and then 

Forsook the dim eyes of these shipwreck'd men. 

XGIL 

It changed, of course ; a heavenly cameleon, 

The airy child of vapour and the sun, 
Brought forth in purple, cradled in vermillioQ, 

Baptized in molten gold, and swathed in dun. 
Glittering like crescents o'er a Turk's pavilion, 

And blending every colour into one. 
Just like a black eye in a recent scuffle, 
(For sometimes we must box without the muffle. ) 

XCIII. 

Our shipwreck'd seamen thought it a good omea — 
It is as well to think so, now and then ; 

'Twas an old custom of the Greek and Roman, 
And may become of great advantage when 

Folks are discouraged ; and most surely no men 
Had greater need to nerve themselves again 

Than these, and so this rainbow look'd like hope^^ 

Quite a celestial kaleidoscope 

XCIV. 

About this time a beautiful white bird, 

Webfooted, not unlike a dove in size 
And plumage, ( probably it might have err'd 

Upon its course) pass'd oft before iWt e^^-^ 
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And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 
The men within the boat, and in this guise 
It came and went, and fluttered round them till 
Might fell :— this seem'd a better omen stiU. 

XCV. 

But in this case I also must remark, 

'Twas well this bird of promise did not perck^ 
Because the tackle of our shattered bark 

Was not so safe for roosting as a church ; 
And had it been the dove from NoaVs ark, 

Eeturniog there from her successful search, 
Which in their way that moment chanced to faD, 
They would have eat her, olive branch and aU. 

XCYI. 

With twilight it again came on to blow, ' 

But not with violence ; the stars shone ont, 
The boat made way ; yet now they were so low» 

They knew not where nor what they were abootj 
Some fancied they saw land, and some said m No! • 

The frequent fog-banks gave them cause to doubt- 
Some swore that they heard breakers, others guns, 
And all mistook about the latter once. 

XCVII. 

As morning broke the Kght wind died aWay, 

When he who had the watch sung out, and swore 

If 'twas not land that rose with the son's ray. 
He wish'd that land he never might see mor^ ; 

And the rest rubbM tbeir eyes, and saw a bay, 
Or thought they saw, and shaped their course for shoi«i 

For shore it was, and gradually grew 

Distinct, and \i\^) aiidL ^^^^^« \^ ^Wvi. 
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XCVIII. 

And then <)f di«se iome pan burst into tears, 
And otb'^i^, looking with a 4tnpid stare, 

Could not yet sefiarate their hopes ^om fears^ 
And seem'd as if they had no further care ; 

While a few pray'd — (the first time for some years)— 
And at the bottom of the boat three 'were 

Asleep ; they shook them by the hand and head, 

And tned to awaken them, but found Aem dead. 

XCIX. 

The day before, fa^t sleeping on the water, 
They found a turtle of the hawkVbill kind. 

And by good fortune gliding softly, caught her, 
Which yielded a day's life, and to their mind 

Proved even still a more nutritious matter, 
Because it left encouragemeot bdhind : 

They thought that in such pierik, more thnn chfidce 

Had sent them this for their deliviSraiice. 

C. 

The land appear'd a high and rodcy coast^ 
An'3 higher grew the mounrains as 'they AtePr^ 

Set by a current, toward it : they were lost 
In various conjectures, for none knew 

To what part of the earth they had been tost. 
So changeable had been the winds that blew ; 

Some thought it was Mount Mlna, some the highlands 

Of Gandia, Cyprus, Rhodes, or other islands. 

CI. 

Meantime the current, with a rising gale^ 
Still set them onwards to the welcome shore, 

Like Charon's bark of spectres, dull and pale : 
Their living freight was now reduced V^ ioox. 
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And three dead, whom their strength could nol avail 

To heave into the deep >¥ith those before, 
Though ihe two sharks still follow 'd them, and dasL'd 
The spray iuto their faces as they splash'd. 

CII. 

Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat, had done 
Their woik on them by turns, and thinn'd them to 

Such things a mother had not known her son 
Amidbt the {skeletons of that gaunt crew ; 

By night (hiilM, by day scorch'd, thus one by one 
They perishM, until withered to these few, 

But chiefly by a species of self-slaughter, 

In washing down Pedrillo with salt water. 

cm. 

As they drew nigh the land, which now was seen 
Unequal in its aspect here atid there, 

They felt the freshness of its growing green, 
That waved in forestrtops, and smoothed the air, 

And fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen 

From glistening waves, and skies so hot and karc- 

Lovcly seem'd any object that should sweep 

Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. 

CIV. 

The shore look'd wild, without a trace of man. 
And girt by formidable waves ; but they 

Were mad for land, and thus their course they rru, 
Though right ahead the roaring breakers lay : 

A reef between them also now began 

To show its boiling surf and bounding spray, 

Hut finding no place for their landing better, 

They ran thetoaX ioi ^\iwc, vxxA. q^w^^\ W. 
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CV. 

But in his native stream, the Guadalquivir, 
Juan to lave his youthful limb s was vvont ; 

And having learnt to swim in that sweet river. 
Had often turn'd the art to some account. 

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever, 
He could, perhaps, have pass'd tlie Hellespont, 

As once (a feat on which ourselves we prided) 

Leander, Mr. Ekenhead, and I did. 

CVI. 

So here, though faint, emaciated, and stark, 
He buoy'd his boyish limbs, and strove to ply 

With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark. 
The beach which lay before him, high and dry : 

The greatest danger here was from a shark, 
That carried off his neighbour by the thigh ; 

As for the other two they could not swim. 

So nobody arrived on shore but him. 

CVII. 

Nor yet had he arrived but for the oar. 

Which, providentially for h'm, was wash'd 

Sust as his feeble arms could strike no more, 

And the hard wave o'erwhelmM him as 'twas dash'd 

Within his grasp ; he clung to it, and sore 
The waters beat while he thereto was lash'd; 

At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he 

Roil'd on the beach, half senseless, from the S4^a : 

CVIII. 

There, breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Fast to the sand , lest the returning wave, 

From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung. 
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave : 
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And there he lay, full lengtb, where he was flung, 

Before the entrance of a cliflf-worn cave, 
With just enough of life to feci its pain, 
And deem that it was saved, perhaps, in vain. 

CIX. 

With slow and staggering effort he arose, 
But sunk again upon his bleeding knee 

And quivering hand; and then he looked for thobe 
Who long bad been his mates upon the sea, 

But none of them appeared to share his woes. 
Save one, a corpse from out the famish'd three^ 

Who died two days before, and now had found 

An unknowa barren beach for burial ground. 

ex. 

And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast. 
And down he sunk; and as he sunk, the sand 

Swam round and round, and all his senses pass'd : 
He fell upon his side, and his stretch'd hand 

Droop'd dripping on the oar, (their jury-mast) 
And, like a wither'd lily, on the land 

His slender frame and pallid aspect lay. 

As fair a thing as e'er was form'd of clay. 

CXI. 

How long in his damp trance young Juan lay 
He knew not, for the earth was gone for him, 

And Time had nothing more of night not* day 
For his congealing blood, and senses dim ; 

And how this heavy faintness pass'd away 
He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb, 

And tingling vein, seem'd throbbin{|[ back to life, 

For Deatb, \ho\^l;i ^QLWcyaLi&b'd^ suU retired with hVnk 
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CXII. 

Kis eyes he open'd, shut, again unclosed, 
For all was doubt and dizziness ; he thought 

le still was in the boat, and had but dozed, 
And felt again with his despair overwrought, 

knd wish'd it death in which he had reposed. 
And then once more his feelings hack were brought^ 

Lnd slowly by his swimming eyes was seen 

L lovely female face of seventeen. 

CXIII. 

Twas bending close o'er his, and the small mouth 
Seem'd almost prying into his for breath ; 

nd chafing him, the soft warm hand of youth 
Recaird his answering spirits back from death; 

nd , bathing his chill temples , tried to soothe 
Each pulse to animation, till beneath 

s gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh 

o these kind efforts made a low reply. 

CXIV. 

hen was the cordial pour'd, and mantle flung 

Around his scarce-clad limbs; and the fair arm 
aised higher the. faint head which o'er it hung; 

And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm^ 
illow'd his death-like forehead ; then she wrung 

His dewy curls, long drench'd by every storm ; 
nd watch'd with eagerness each throb that drew 

sigh from his heaved bosom — and hers, too. 

cxv. 

nd lifting him with care into the cave, 
The gentle girl, and her attendant, — one 

bung, yet her elder, and of brow less grave; 
And more Viibmt of figure,-^ihea bQ^\»x 



l58 W)N JUAW. 

Her dowry; and her veil, in form alike, 

Was coarser; and her air, though firm, less free; 
Her hair was thicker, but less Jong; her eyes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 

CXXIII. 

And diese two tended him, and cheer'd him both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentions, 

Which are (as I must own) of female growth, 
And have ten thousand delicate inventions : 

They made a most superior mess of broth, 
A thing which poesy bat seldom meolions, 

But the best dish* that e'er Was cedL'd since Homer*s 

Achilles order'd dinner for new comers. 

CXXIV. 

Ill tell you who they were, this female pair, 
Lest they should seem princesses in disguise ; 

Besides, 1 hate all mystery, and that air 

Of clap-trap, which your recent poets prize } 

And so, in short, the girls they really were 
They shall appear before your curious eyes. 

Mistress and maid ; the first was only daughter 

Of an old man, who lived upon the water. 

cxxv. 

A fisherman he had been in his youth, 
And still a sort of fisherman was he ; 

But other speculations were, in sooth, 
Added to his connexion with the sea, 

Perhaps not so respectable, in truth : 
A httle smuggling, and some pracy, 

Left him, at last, the sole of many masters 

Of an iU-«goU«ix miiS&oii oi ^v^Xs^^. 
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CXXVI. 

. Bshetj llierefore, was he — thoagh of men, 

Like Peter the Apostle, — and he fish'd 
or wandering merchant vessels, now and theti. 

And sometimes caught as many as he wish'd ; 
!he cargoes be confiscated, and gain 

He sought in the slave-market too, and dish'd 
*tt)l many a morsel for that Turkic trade, 
>y which,^no doubt, a good deal may be made« 

cxxvn. 

le was a Greek, and on his isle had built 

(One of the wild and smaller Cyckdes) 
i very handsome bouse from out Us ^oilt, 

And there he lived exceedingly at ease ; 
feaven knows what cash he got, or blood he spilt, 

A sad old fellow was he, if yon please, 
ut this 1 know, it was a spacious building, • 

all of barbaric carving, paint, and gilding. 

CXXVIII. 

e had an only daughter, call'd Haidee, 
The greatest heiress of the Eastern Isles ; 

esides, so very beautiful was she, 
Her dowry was as nothing to her smiles : 

ill in her teens, and like a lovely tree 
She grew to womanhood, and between whiles 

ejected several suitors, just to learn 

ow to accept a better in his turn. 

CXXIX. 

nd walking out upon the beach, below 
The cliff, towards sunset, on that day she £oand| 

isensifaiey — not dead, but nearly so,— 
Don Juan^ almost famished, «nd halC 4c«Wdk\ 
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But being naked, she was sliock'd, you know, 
Yet dcem'd herself in common pity bound, 
As far as in her lay, « to take him in, 
« A stranger » dying, with so white a skin. 

cxxx. 

But taking him into her father's house 
Was not exactly the best way to save, 

But like conveying to the cat the mouse, 
Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Because the good old man had so much « vovc^ » 
Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave, 

He would have hospitably cured the stranger, 

And sold him instantly when out of danger. 

CXXXI. 

And therefore, vnth her maid, she thought it best 
( A virgin always on her maid relies ) 

To place him in the cave for present rest : 
And when, at last, he open'd his black eyes, 

Their charity increased about their guest; 
And their compassion grew to such a size, 

It open'd half the turnpike-gates to heaven— 

(St. Paul says 'tis the toll which must be given.) 

CXXXII. 

They made a fire, but such a fire as they 
Upon the moment could contrive, yrixh such 

Materials as were cast up round the bay, 

Some broken planks, and oars, that to the touch 

Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay 
A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch ; 

But, by God's grace, here wrecks were in such pleot] 

That there y? as iud \q Wt^ foxivUk'd twenty. 



CANTO r. 1^« 

CXXXIII. 

Re had a bed of furs, and a pelisse^ 

For Haidee stripped lier sables off to make * 

Bis couch ; and, that be might be more at ease, 

And warm, in case by chance he should awake, 
They also gave a petticoat apiece, 

She and her maid, and promised by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish 
For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, and fish. 

CXXXIV. 

Ind thus they left him to bis lone repose : 

Juan slept like a top, or lik ■ the dead, 
Vho sleep at last, perhaps, (God only knows) 

Just for the present; and in his luU'd head 
Tot even a vision of his former woes 

Throbb'd in accursed dreams, which sometimes spread 
Jnwelcome visions of our former years, 
?ill the eye, cheated, opens thick with tears. 

cxxxv. 

foung Juan slept all dreamless : — but the maid, 
Who smooth'd his pillow , as she left the den 

iOok'd back upon him, and a moment staid, 
And turn'd, believing that he call'd again. 

le slumber'd^ yet she thought, at least she said, 
(The heart will slip even as the tongue and pen) 

le had pronounced her name — but she forgot 

Chat at this moment Juan knew it not. 

CXXXVI. 

^nd pensive to her father's house she went. 

Enjoining silence strict to Zoe, who 
Better than her knew what, in fact, she meant, 

She being wiser by a year or two t 
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A year or two's an age whea rigbtly spent, 
And Zoe spent hers, as most women do. 
In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge 
Which is acquired in nature's good old college. 

CXXXVII. 

The morn broke, and found Juan slumbering still 
Fast in his cave , and nothing clashM apon 

His rest ; the rushing of the neighbouring rill, 
And the young beams of the excluded sun, 

Troubled him not, and he might sleep his fill; 
A nd need he had of slomber yet, for none 

Had sufferM more — his hardships were comparalfTe 

To those related in my grand-dad's ftarratiye. \ 

CXXXVIII. 

Not so Haidee ; she sadly toss'd and tumbled, 
And started from her sleep, and, turning o'er, 

Dream'd of a thousand wrecks, o'er which she ttiodiM 
And handsome corpses strew'd upon the shore; 

And woke her maid so early that she grumhlecl, 
And call'd her father's old slaves up, who swoi< 

In several oaths — Armenian, Turk, and Greek, — 

They knew not what to diink of sach a freak. 

CXXXIX. 

But up she got, and up she made them get. 
With some pretence about the sun, that makes 

Sweet skies just when he rises, or is set ; 

And 'tis, no doubt, a sight to see when breaks 

Bright Phnebus, while the mountains still are wet 
With mist, and every bird with him awakes, 

And night is flung off like a mourning suit 

Worn for a husband, or some other brat<u 
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ly, tlie Ktto is a moM glorions sight, 

I've seen him rise iull oA, indeed of late 

lave sat up on purpose all the night, 

^hich hastens, as physiciaps say, one's fate ; 

d so all ye, who would be in the right 

[n health and purse, begin your day to date 

)m day-break, and when coffin'd at fourscore, 

grave upon the plate, you rose at four. 

cxu. 

d Haidee met the morning face to face ; 
Bfer own was freshest, though a feverish flush ^ 
d dyed it with the headlong blood, whose race 
From heart lo cheek is curb'd into a blush, 
.e to a torrent which a mountain's base, 
Fhat overpowers some alpine river's rush, . 
edks.to a lake, whose waves in circles spread ; 
the -Red Seia— 4mt the sea is not red. 

CXLIf. 

i down the cliff the island virgin came, 

dni near the cave her quick light footsteps drew^ 

hile the sun smiled on her with bis first flame, 

And youDg Aurora kiss'd her lips with dew, 

king her for a sister ; just the same 

Mistake you would have made on seeing the two, 

though the mortal, quite as fresh and fair, 

id all the advantage too of not being air. 

CXLIII. 

id when into the cavern Haidee stepp'd 

All timidly, yet ^rapidly, she saw 

uit like an infant Juan sweetly slept ; 

And then slhe stopp'd, and sto^ as if in awe> 
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(For sleep is awful) and on tiptoe crept 

And wrapt him closer,-lest the air, too^raw, 
Should reach his blood, then o'er him still as deall 
Bent, with hush'd Tips, that di ank his scarce-drawnl 

CXLIV. 

And thus like to an angel o'er the dying 

Who die in righteousness, she lean'd ; and Hm 

All tranquilly the shipwreck'd boy was lying, 
As o'er him lay the calm and stirless air : 

But Zoe the meantime some eggs was frying, 
Since, after all, no doubt the youthful pair 

Must breakfast, and betimes^est they should ask it, 

She drew out her provision from the basket. 

CXLV. 

She knew that the best feelings must have victual. 
And that a shipwreck'd youth would hungiy be; 

Besides, being less in love, she yawn'd a little, 
And felt her veins chill'd by the neighbouriog sea; 

And- so, she cook'd their breakfast to a tittle; 
I can't say that she gave them any tea. 

But there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey. 

With Scio wine-— and all for love, not money* 

CXLVI. 

And Zoe, when the eggs were ready, and 
The coffee made, would fain have waken'd Juan; 

But Haidee stopp'd her with her quick small hand, 
And without word, a sign her finger drew on 

Her lip, which Zoe needs must understand ; 
And, the first breakfast spoilt, prepared a new oue, 

Because her mistress would not let her break 

That sleep which seem'd as it would ne'er awake. 
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till he lay, and on Iii's ihin -worn cheek 
purple hectic play'd Jiic djiag day 
he snow-tops of diMaot hills ; the streak 
f sufTerance yet upon his forehead lay, 
TCtbe blueveinslook'd shadowy, shriink, and ^eak; 
ad his black curls were dewy wilh the spray, 
ch weigh'd upon them yet, all damp and salt, 
d with the slony vapours of the Taull. ** 

CXLVIII. 
she bent o'er him, and he lay beneath, 
isb'd as the babe upon its mother's breast, 
p*d as the willow when no winds can breathe, 
ill'd like the depth of Ocean when at rest, 
as the crowniog rose of the whole wreath, 
(ft as the callow cygnet in its nest j 
lorl, he was a Tcty pretty fellow, 
ough his woes had turn'd him rather yellow. 

CXLIX. 
Toke and gazed, and would have slept again, 
lit the fair face ivhich met his eyes forbade 
se eyes to close, though weariness and pain 
ad further sleep a further pleasure made ; 
woman's face was never form'd in vain 
or Juan, so that even when he praj'd 
:iirn'<l (roiB grisly saints, and martyrs hairy, 
,he sweet portraits of the Virgin Mary. 

CL. 
. thus upon his elbow he arose, 
nd look'd upon the lady, iu whote cheek 
pale conieuded with the purple rose, 
,s with an effort she began to speak ; 
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Her eyes were eloquent, lier words would pose, 
Althougb she told him, in good modern Gred, 
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet, 
That he was faint, and must not talk, bat eat. 

CLI. 

Kow Juan could not understand a word^ 
Being no Grecian ; but he had an ear. 

And 1^ voice was the warble of a bird, 
So soft, so sweet,. so delicately clear. 

That finer, simpler music ne'er was heard ; 
The sort of sound we echo with a tear, 

Without knowing why-— an overpowering toof| 

Whence Melody descends as from a throne. 

cut. 

And Juan gazed as one who is awokt 
By a distant organ, doubting if he be 

Not yet a dreamer, till the spell is broke 
By the watchman, or some such realityi 

Or by one's early valet's cursed knock ; 
At least it is a heavy sound to me. 

Who like a morning slumber — for the night 

Shows stars and women in a better light. 

CLIII. 

And Juan too, was help'd out froip his dreaip« 
Or sleep, or whatsoe'er it was, by feeling 

A most prodigious appetite : the steam 
Of Zoe's cookery no doubt was stealing 

Upon his senses, and the kindling beam 

Of the new fire, which Zoe kept op, kneeiiiigy 

To stir her viands, made him quite awake 

And long for food^ but chkSj a bee^steak^ 
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CLIV. 

Bat beef is rare within these oxiess isles ; 

Goat's flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton ; 
And, when a holiday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon their barbarous spits they put on : 
But this occurs but seldom, between Avhiles, 

For some of these are rocks with scarce a hut on. 
Others are fair and fertile, among which 
Thisy tfaongh not large, was one of the most rich. 

CLV. 

I say that beef is rare, and can't help thinking 

That the old fable of the Minotaur — 
From which our modern morals, rightly shrinking^ 

Condemn the royal lady's taste who wore 
A cow's shape for a mask — y^s only (sinking 

The allegory) a mere type, no more, 
That Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle, 
To make the Cretans bloodier in battle. 

CLVI. 

For we all know that English people are 
Fed upon beef — I won't say much of beer, 

Because 'tis liquor only, and being far 
From this my subject, has no business here ; 

We know, too, they are very fond of war, 
A pleasure — like all pleasures — rather dear ; 

•So were the Cretans, from which I infer 

That beef and battles both were owing to her. 

CLVII. 

Bat to resume. The languid Juan raise d 

His head upon his elboWt and he saw 
A sight on which he had not lately gfized^ 

As sdl his latter meals had heflii.q/jit« raw, 
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Three or four iLings, for wliich the Lord he prabd, 

And, feeling stiil the famish'd vulture gnaw. 
He fell upon whate'er was ofier'd, like 
A priest, a shark, ao alderman, or pike. 

CLVIII. 

He ate^ and he was well supplied ; and she, 
Who watch'd him like a mother, would hare ied 

Him past all hounds, hecause she smiled to see 
Such appetite in one she had deem*d dead : 

But Zoe, heing older than Haidee, 

Knew ( by tradition, for she ne'er had read) 

That famish'd people must be slowly nurst, 

And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst. 

CLIX. 

And so she took the liberty to state, 

Rather by deeds than words, because the case 
Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose fate 

Had made her mistress quit her bed to (race 
The sea-shore at this hour, must leave his plate, 

Unless he wish'd to die upon the place- 
She snatch'd it, and refused another morsel, 
Saying, he had gorged enough to make a horse ill. 

CLX. 

Next they — he being naked, save a tatler'd 
Pair of scarce decent trowsers — went to work, 

And iu the fire his recent rags they scatlerM, 
And dress'd him, for the present, like a Turk, 

Or Gretk — that is, although it not- much matter'd, 
Omitting turban, slippers, pistols, dirk, — 

They furnish'd him, entire except some stitches, 

With a clean shirt, and very spacious breeches. 
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CLXI. 

id then fair Haidee tried Her tongue at speaking. 
But not a word could Juan comprebend, 

[though he listen'd so that the young Greek in 
Her earnestness would ne'er have made an end ; 

cid, as he interrupted not, went eking 
Uer speech out to her prott^gd and friend, 

ill pausing at the last her breath to take, 

16 saw he did not understand Romaic. 

CLXII. 

nd then she had recourse to nods, and signs, 

And smiles, and sparkles of the speaking eye^ 
nd read (the only book she could ) the lines 

Ctf his fair face, and found, by sympathy, 
be answer eloquent, where the soul shines 

And darts in one quick glance a long reply ; 
ii4. thiis in every look she saw exprest 

world of words, and things at which she guess'd. 

CLXIIL 

ad novj by dint of fingers and of eyes. 
And words repeated after her, he took 
lesson in her tongue ; but by surmise, 
Np doubt, less of her language than her look: 

5 he who studies fervently the skies 
Turns oftener to the star& than to his book, 

!hus Juan learn'd his alpha beta better 

rom Haidee*s glance than any. graven letter. 

. CLXIV.. 

lis pleasing to be achooi'd in a sti*ange tongue 
By Ibmalc lip^'abd eyes-^that isy 1 mean, 

^hen both tM teacher and the taught are young, 
As was the case^« at least, where 1 haye been ; 
¥ ¥ 8 
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They smile so when one's right, and when one's mom 

They smile still more, and then there intervene 
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste kiss ;— 
I learn'd the little that I koow by this : 

CLXV. 

That is, some words of Spanish, Tnr)L, aad Gree]^ ' 
Italian net at all, haying no teachers - 

Much English, I cannot pretend to speak, 
Learning that language chiefly from its preachers^ 

Barrow, South, Tillotson, whom every week 
I study, abb Blair, the highest reaAclren 

Of eloquence in piety and prose— 

I hate your poets, so read none of fbosc. 

CLXVI. 

As for the ladies, I have nought to say, 

A wanderer from the British world <€f fadneoi 
Where I, like other « dogs, have had mj day, » 

Like other men too, m^y have had my passion- 
But that, like other thpgs, has pass'd away : 

And all her fools whom I could lay ,the lash on, 
Foes, friends, men, women, now are nought to me, 
But dreams of what has been, no more to he. 

cLxyii. 

Return we to Don Juan: He begun 

To hear new words, and to repeat them ;' hut 

Some feelings, universal as the sun. 

Were such as could not in his breast be shut 

More than within the bosom of^ a aim : 
He was in love,— »as you woaldisef ^m dtiAity ' 

With a young befiefactresfr-««o was she, i 

Just in die ^ayf wt very 9&en sec. . 
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cLxviir. 

And every clay by day-break — ^rather 6arly 
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest-^ 

She came into the cave', but it was merely 
To see her bird reposing in his nest ; 

And she would softly stir his locks so curly, 
Without disturbing her yet slumbering guest. 

Breathing all gently o'er his cheek and mouth, 

is o'er a bed of roses the sweet south. 

CLXIX. 

And erery mom bis colour freshlier came, 
And every day helpM on his convalescence ; 

Twas well, because health in the hnntan frame 
Is pleasant, besides being true love's essence, 

?0T health and idleness to passion's flame 
Are oil and gunpowder ; and some good lessons 

ire also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus, 

Vithout whom Venus will not long attack us. 

CLXX. 

Vhile Venus fills the heart ( without heart really 
Love, though good always, is not quite so good) 

!eres presents a plate of vermicelly,— - 
For love must be sustain'd-like flesh and blood,-— 

Ybile Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly : 
Eggs, oysters too, are amatory food ; 

)at who is their purveyor from above, 

leaven knows, — ^it may be Neptune, Pan, or Jeve;: 

CLXXI. 

iVhen Juan wt>ke he found some good things readyi 
A bath, a bteakfast, and the finest eyes 

rhat ever made a youthful heart less steady, 
Besides her maif s, as pretty for then: size ; 
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But I have spoken of all this already— 

And repetition's tiresome and unwise ,-«i 
Well — Juan, after bathing in the sea, 
Came always back to coffee and Haidee. 

CL3CXII. 

Both were so young, and one so innocent| 
That bathing passM for nothing ^ Juan seem'd 

To her, as 'twere, the kind of being sent, 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream' 

A something to be loved, a creature meant 
To be her happiness, and whom she deem'd 

To render happy ; all who joy would win 

Must share it,-^Happiness was born a twin. 

CJLXXIII. 

It was such pleasure to behold him, such 
Enlargement of existence to partake 

Nature with.him, to thrill beneath his touch, 
To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake : 

To live with him for ever were too much ; 

But then the thought of parting made her quake 

He was her own, her Ocean treasure, cast 

Like a rich wreck — her first love, and her last. 

CLXXIV. 

And thus a moon roll'd on, and fair Haidee 
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took 

Such plentiful precautions, that still he 

Remained unknown within his craggy nook ; 

At last her father's prows put out to sea, 
For certaiz^ merchantmen upon the look, 

Not as of yore to carry off an lo. 

But three Aagusan yessebi bound for Scio. . 
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CLXXV. 

hen came her freedom, for she had no mother, 
So that, her father being at sea, she iivas 

ree as a married woman, or such other 
Female, as where she likes may freely pass^ 

Without even the incumbrance of a brother, 
The freest she that ever gazed on glass : 
speak of christian lands in this comparison, 

Hiere wives, at least, are seldom kept in garrison. 

CLXXVI. 

ow she prolonged her visits and her talk, 
(For they must talk,) and he had learnt to say 

> much as to propose to take a walk,— 
For little had he wander'd since the day 

Ki which, like a young flower snappM from the stalk, 
Drooping and dewy on the beach he lay, — 

nd thus they walk'd out in the afternoon, 

lid saw the sun set opposite the moon. 

CLXXVII. 

; was a wild and breaker-beaten coast, 
With cliffs above, and a broad sandy shore, 

aarded by shoals and rocks as by an host. 
With here and there a creek, whose aspect wore 
better welcome to the tempest-tost, 
And rarely ceased the haughty billow's roar, 

ive on the dead long summer days, which make 

he outstretch'd Ocean glitter like a lake. 

CLXXVIII. 

nd the small ripple spilt upon the beach, 
Scarcely o'erpass'd the cream of your champagne, 

Hien o'er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach. 
That spring-dew of the spirit! the heart's rain! 



1^4 ^^'^ JUAN. 

Few things surpass old wine; and they iliay preach 

Who please, — the more because they preach in yaia, 
Let us have wine and woman, mirth and laoghleri 
Sermons and soda-water the day after. 

CLXXIX. 

Man, being reasonable, must get drunk. 

The best of life is but intoxication : 
Glory, the grape, love, gold, in these are sunk ' 

The hopes of all men, and of every nation ; 
Without their sap, how branchless were the trunl 

Of life's strange triee, so fruitful on occasion : 
But to return,-— Get very drunk ^ and when 
You wake with head-ache, you shall see whattkiK 

CLXXX. 

Ring for your valet— bid him quickly bring 

Some hock and soda-water, then you'll know^ 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king ; 

For not the blest sherbet, sublimed with snow, 
I^or the first sparkle of the desert-spring, 

Nor Burgundy in all its sunset glow. 
After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter- 
Vie with that dx'aught of hock and soda- water. 

CLXXXL 

The coast — I think it was the coast that I 
Was just describing — Yes, it w«x the coast — 

Lay at this period quiet as the sky. 

The sands untumbled, the blue waves untost, 

And all was stillness, save the sea-bird's cry, 
And dolphin's leap, and little bilfow crost 

By some low rock or shelve, that made it fret 

Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 
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CLXXXII. 

knd fortii Aey wandered, her sire being gone, 

As I have said, npoti an expedition ; 
^Dd mother, brothel, guardian , s&e had none, 

Save Zoe, who, although with due precision 
»he waited on her lady with the sun. 

Thought daily^ervice was her only mission , 
(ringing warm water, wi*eathing her long tresses, 
nd asking now and then for cast-off dresses. 

CLXXXIII. 

was the cooling hour,- just when the ronnded 

Red sun sinks down behind the azure hill, 
^hich then seeins as if the whole earth it boiindedy 

Circling all nature, hush'd, and dim, and still, 
STilh the far mountain-crescent half surrounded 

On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill 
fpoh the other, and the rosy sky, 
^ith one star sparkling through it like an eye. 

CLXxxrv. 

nd thus they wander'd forth, and hand in hand. 
Over the shining pebbles and the shells, 

lided along the smooth and hardenM sand , 
And in the worn and wild receptacles 

Vork'd by the storms, yet work'd at it were planned. 
In hollow halls, with sparry roofs and cells, 

*hey turn'd to rest; and, each clasp'd by an arm, 

iclded to the deep twilight's purple charm, 

CLXXXV. 

hey look'd up to th^sky, whose floating glow 
k)pread like a rosy Ocean, vast and bright; 

liey gazed upon the glittering sea below. 
Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight; 
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They heard the wave's splash , and the wind so low, 

And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 
Into each other— and, beholding this, I ^ 

Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss ; I , 

' \i 

CLXXXVI. I ^ 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth, and loye. 

And beauty, all concentrating like rays i ^ 

Into one focus, kindled from above ; 

Such kisses as belong to early days, 1"^ 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert move, 
And the blood's lava, and the pulse a blaze, Ij. 

Each kiss a heaH-quake, — for a kiss's strength, 

I think, it must be reckon'd by its length. 
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By length I mean duration; theirs endured 

Heaven knows how long — no doubt they never reckoni; 

And if they had, they could not have secured 
The sum of their sensations to a second : 

They had uot spoken ; but they felt allured. 
As if their souls and lips each other beckon'd, 

Which, beiug join'd, like swarming bees they clung— 

Their hearts the flowers from whence the honey sprunf. 

CLXXXVIII. 

They were alone, but not alone as they 
Who shut in chambers think it loneliness ; 

The silent Ocean, and the starlight bay. 

The twilight glow, which momently grew less, 

The voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them,-made them to each other press. 

As if there were no life beneath the sky 

Save theirs, and that their life could never die. 
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CLXXXIX. 

Tbey fear'd 00 eyes nor ears on that lone beach, 
They felt no terrors from the night, they were 

All in all to each other : though their speech 

Was broken words, they thought a language therey— 

And all the burning tongues the passions teach 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 

Of nature's oracle — first love, — that all 

Which Eve has left her daughters since her fall. 

CXG. 

Haidee spoke not of scruples, ask'd no vows, 

Nor offer'd any ; she had never heard 
Of plight and promises to be a spouse. 

Or perils by a loving maid incurred; 
She was all which pure ignorance allows, 

And flew to her young mate like a young bird ^ 
And, never having dreamt of falsehood, she 
Bad not one word to say of constancy. 

CXCI. 

She loved, and was beloved — she adored, 

And she was worshipp'd; after nature's fashion, 

Their intense souls, into each other pour'd, 

1 f souls could die, had perish'd in that passion,— 

But by degrees their senses were restored. 
Again to be overcome, again to dash on ; 

And beating 'gainst his bosom, Haidee's heart 

Felt as if never more to beat apart. 

cxai. 

Alas I they were so young, so beautiful. 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 
\Yas that in which the heart is always full, 

And; having o'er itself no further ]^yttt, 
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Prompts deeds eternity can not annul, 

But pays off moments in an endless shower 
Of hell-fire — all prepared for people giving 
Pleasure or pain to one another living. 

GXCIIL 

Alas ! for Juan and Haidee ! they were 
So loving and so lovely — till then never, 

Excepting our first parents, such a pair 
Had run the risk of being damn'd for ever^ 

And Haidee, being devout as.well as fair. 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian riyer, 

And hell and purg^atory — but forgot 

Just in the very crisis she should not« 

CXCIV. 

They look upon each other, and their eyes 

Gleam in the moonlight ; and her white arm clasps 

Round Juan's head, and his around hers lies 
Half buried in the tresses which it grasps ; 

She sits upon his knee, and drinks his sighs, 
He hers, until they end in broken gasps ; 

And thus they form a group that's quite antique. 

Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek. 

CXCV. 

And when those deep and burning moments pass'd, 
And Juan sunk to sleep within her arms, 

She slept not, but all tenderly, though fast, 
SustainM his head upon her bosom's charms ; 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast. 

And then on the pale cheek her breast now warmSf 

Pillow'd on her o'erflowing heart, which pants 

With all it granted; and with all it grants^ 
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CXCVI. 

D infant \dien it gazes on a light 9 

A child the moment when it drains the hreast, 

devotee when soars the Host in sight, 

An Arah with a stranger for a guest, 
. sailor when the prize has struck in fight, 

A miser filHng his most hoarded chest, 
eel rapture^ tut not such true joy are reaping 
s they who watch o*er what they love while sleeping. 

CXCVII. 

or thert it lies so tranquil, so beloved, 
All that it hath of life with us is living ; 

3 gentle, stirless, helpless, and unmoved. 
And all unconscious of the joy 'tis giving ; 

11 it hath felt, inflicted, pass'd, and proved, 
Hush'd into depths beyond the watcher's diving ; 

here lies the thing we love with all its errors 

nd all its charms, like death without its terrors. 

CXCVIIl. 

he lady watch'd her lover — and that hour 
Of Love's, and Night's, and Ocean's solitude, 

'erflow'd her soul with their united power ; 
Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude 

he and her wave-worn love had made their bower, 
Where nought upon their passion could intrude, 

nd all the stars that crowded the blue space 

aw nothing happier than her glowing face* 

CXCIX. 

Jas ! the love of women ! it is known 

To be a lovely and a fearful thing j 
^or all of theirs upon that die is thrown, 

And if 'tis lost, life hath no more to bring 
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To tbem but mockeries of the past alone. 

And their revenge is as the tiger's spring. 
Deadly, and quick, and crushing ; yet, as real 
Torture is theirs, Y^hat they inflict they feel. 

CC. 

They are right; for man, to man so oft unjust. 
Is always so to women ; one sole bond 

Awaits tbem, treachery is all their trust ; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 

Oyer their idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buys them in marriage — and what rests beyond? 

A thankless husband, next a faithless lover. 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all's over. 

CCI. 

• 

Some take a loter, some take drams or prayen, 
Some mind their household, others dissipation, 

Some run away, and but exchange their cares, 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station ^ 

Few changes e'er can better their affairs, 
Theirs being an unnatural situation, 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel : 

Some play the devil ^ and then write a novel. 

CCIL 

Haidee was Nature's bride, and knew not this ; 

Haidee was Passion's child, bom where the sun 
Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 

Of his gazelle-eyed daughters ; she was one 
Made but to love, to feel that she was his 

Who was her chosen : what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing-^She had nought to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love beyond, her heart beat here^ 



CANTO H. " l8l 

CCIII. 

And oh ! thai qnickening of the heart, that heat ! 

How much it costs us ! yet each rising throh 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet, 

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to roh 
Joj of its alchymy, and to repeat 

Fine truths; even Conscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand each good old maxim, 
So good — I wonder Gastlereagh don't tax 'em. 

CCIV. 

And now Hwas done— -on the lone shore were plighted 
Their hearts; the stars, their nuptial torches, shed 

Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted : 

Ocean their witness, and the cave their bed, 

By their own feelings hallo w'd and united, 

Their priest was solitude, and ihey were wed : 

And they were happy, for to their young eyes 

Each was an angel, and earth paradise. 

CCV. 

Oh Love ! of whom great Caesar was the suitor, 

Titus the master, Antony the slave, 
Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in whose grave 
All those may leap who rather would be neuter-— 

(Leucadia's rock still overlooks the wave) 
Oh Love I thou art the very god of evil. 
For, after all, we cannot call thee devil. 

CCVJ. 
Thou mak'st the chaste connubial state precarious, 

And jestest with the brows of mightiest men : 
CjBsar and Pompey, Mahomet, Belisarius, 

Have much employ 'd the Muse o£ ft'vsXw^j'^^^^ai, 



iSlft DON iVkV. 

Their Jives and fortunes were extremely various, 

Such worthies Time will never see again ; 
Yet to these four in three things the same luck holds 
They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds. 

CCVII. 

Thou mak'st philosophers, there's Epicurus 

And Aristippus, a material crew ! 
Who to immoral courses would allure us 

By theories quite practicable too ; 
If only from the devil they would insure us, 

How pleasant were the maxim (not quite new), 
« Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us? » 
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus. 

ccvm. 

But Juan I had he quhe forgotten Julia ? 

And should he have forgotten her so ^oon ? 
I can't but say it seems to me most truly a 

Perplexing question ^ but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenever newly a 

Palpitation rises, 'tis her boon. 
Else how the devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures? 

CCIX. 

I hate inconstancy — I loathe, detest. 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made 

Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast 
No permanent foundation can be laid; 

Love, constant love, has been my constant guest, 
And yet last night, being at a masquerade, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 

Which gave me some sensations like a villain. 
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ccx. 

»ut soon Pbilosophj came to my aid, 
And whfsper'd u think of every sacred tie ! » 
I Tvill, my dear Philosophy ! » I said, 
«t Bat then her teeth, and then. Oh heaven ! her eye ! 
ril just inquire if she be wife or maid, 
« Or neither— out of curiosity. » * 
Stop I » cried Philosophy » with air so Grecian, 

Though sh^ wa&masqoed then as a fair Venetiani) 

CCXI. 

Stop ! » so I stopped. — But to return : that which 

Men call inconstancy is nothing more 
Than admiration due where nature's rich 

Profusion with young beauty covers o'er 
^ome favoured object } and as in the nich« 

A lovely statue we almost adore, 
this sort of adoration of the real 
5 but a heightening of the « beau ideal.' » 

CCXII. 

Tis the perception of the beautiful, 

A fine extension of the faculties, 
Platonic, universal, wonderful, 

Drawn from the stars, and filter'd through the skies, 
Without which life would be extremely dull ; 

In short, it is the use of our own eyes. 
With one or two small senses added, just 
To hint that flesh is form'd of fiery dust. 

CCXIII. 

Tet 'tis a painful feding, and unwiJIingy 

For surely if we always could perceive 
In the same object graces quite as killing 

As when she rose upon us like an Eve, 
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f Twould save us many a beart-ache, many a shilling, 

(For we must get them any how, or grieve,) ! 

Whereas if oue sole lady pleased for ever, < 

How pleasant for the heart, as well as liyer! 

CCXIV. 

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven, 
But changes night and day too, like the sky ; 

Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be driven, 
And darkness and destruction as on high; 

But when it hath been scorch'd, and pierced, and meo, 
Its storms expire in water-drops j the eye 

Pours forth at last the heart's- blood turn'd to tears, 

Which make the English climate of our years. 

CCXV. 
The liver is the lazaret of bile, 

But very rarely executes its function, 
For the first passion stays there such a while. 

That all the rest creep in and form a junction, 
Like knots of vipers on a dunghill's soil. 

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction, 
So that all mischiefs spring up from this entrail. 
Like earthquakes from the hidden fire call'd u cental. > 

CCXVI. 
In the mean time, without proceeding more 

In this anatomy, I've finished now 
Two hundred and odd stanzas as before, 

That being about the number I'll allow 
Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four ^ 

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow. 
Leaving Don Juan and Haidee to plead 
For them and theirs with all who deign to read. 

END OF GANTO II. 
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Note I, page 60, stanza y. 

Brave men were liping before Agamemnon, 
vYix^re fortes ante Agamemnona, » etc^HoRACE. 

Note a, page 63, stania xvii. 

Sape thine « incomparable oil, » Macassar I 

« Description des perius incomparables de Thoiie de Ma- 
cassar. » — See the Advertisement 

Note 3, page 71, stanza xUi. 

Although Longinus tells us there is no hymn 

Where the sublime soars forth on m'ngs more ample. 

See Longinns, Section lo, v.nAfjLn h *n 4rfpi aMt ^«- 

Note 4y page 71 , stanza xliv. 

The/ only add them all in an appendix. 

Fact. There is, or was, such an edition, with all the oh- 
■oxions epigrams of Martial placed hy themselves at the 
od. 

Note 5y page 84, stanza Ixxxviii. 

The bard I quote from does not sing amiss. 

Campheirs Gertrude of Wyoming, (I think) the opcn- 
^^ of Canto II ; but quote from memory. 
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Note 6, page loi, stanza cxlviii. 
// if for Ms that Oenergi Cduai O'Aeifly, 
Who look Algiers^ declares I used him pilelrf 

Donna Jnlia here made a mistake. Count O'Reilly dii 
not take Algiers— bnt Algiers very nearly took him : he 20 
his army and fleet retreated witB great loss, and not mod 
credit| from before that city in the year 17 — 

Note 7, page lao, stanza ccxyL 

My days of love are over, me no more. 

Me ncc femtni-, neac poer 

Jam, nee spes animi crcdala matn^ 

Nee certare Javat mero ; 
Ncc vincire noris tempera floribw. 



THE GIAOUR, 

A rtLASVXST OF 

A TURKISH TALE. 



le fatal remembrance— one lorrow that throw* 
bleak shade alike o'er oar joyi and our woes— 
which Life nothing darker nor brighter can bring, 

r which joy hath no balm— -and affliction no sting. » 

Mooai^ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Ihe tale whicli these disjointed fragments 
present^ is founded upon circumstances now 
less common in the East than formerly ; either 
because the ladies are more circumspect than in 
the (( olden time ^ » or because the Christians 
have better fortune, or less enterprize* The 
story, when entire, contained the adventures 
of a female slave, who was thrown, in the Mus- 
sulman manner, into the sea for infidelity, and 
avenged by a young Venetian, her lover, at the 
time the Seven Islands were possessed by the 
Republic of Venice, and soon after the Amauts 
were beaten back from the Morea, which they 
liad ravaged for some time subsequent to the 
Russian invasion. The desertion of the Mai- 
notes, on being refused the plunder of Misitra, 
led to the abandonment of that enterprize, and 
to the desolation of the Morea, during which 
the cruelty exercised on all sides was unparal- 
leled even in the annak of the faithful. 



Hoi :.l 
' *l-n' tl 



i*"I^ ■ "li.,,,! ■'w.fa 



- ""I 



THE GIAOUR. 



No breath of air to break tbe wave 
That rolls below the Athenian's grave. 
That tomb which, gleaming .o'er the cliflf, 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff. 
High o'er the land he saved in vain : 
When shall such hero live .again ? 



Fair clime I where every season smiles 
Benignant o'er those Uessed isles. 
Which seen from^far Colonna's height, 
Make glad the heart that hails the sight, 
And lend to loneliness delight. 
There mildly dimpling, Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of the eastern wave ; 
And if at times a transient breeze 
Break the blue crystal of the seas, 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees, 
How welcome is eaeh gentle air 
That wakes and wafts the odours there I 
For there — the Roseie!er crag or vale. 
Sultana of the Nightingiale, * 
The maid foir whom his mi^ledy, 
His thousand! snngs> are heard oa high, 
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Blooms blasting to her lover's tale : 
His queeoy the garden queen, his Hose, 
Unbent by winds, unchilled by snows. 
Far from the wint^s of the west. 
By every breeze and season blest, 
Returns the sweets by nature given 
In softest incense back to heaven ; 
And grateful yields tl\at smiling sky - 
Her fairest hue and fragri}nt sigh. 
And many a summer flo^^r is there. 
And many a shade that love might share, 
And many a grotto, meant for rest, 
That holds the pirate for a guest ; 
Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks for the passing peaceful proWy 
Till the gay mariner's guitar 
Is heard, and seen the evening star; 
Then stealing with the muffled oar. 
Far shaded by the rocky shore, ' 
Rush the night-prowlers on the prey, 
Aud turn to groans his roundelay. 
Strange— that where Nature loved to trace, 
As if for Gods, a dwelling-place. 
And every charm and grace hath mixed 
Within the paradise she fixed, 
There man, enamoured of distress. 
Should mar it into wilderness,- r < ■• 

And trample, brute-like, o'ereaeh iSowcr 
That tasks not one laborious hour ; ' ••< 
Nor claims the culture of hi^ hand • 
To bloom along the fairy land, - ^ ' 

But springs as to prephide bii carej '' * - ^ 
And sweetly wo'os him-^bttt to spaW!'- > 
Strangc^that where all is peaoe beside '* 
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There passiou riots in her pride, 

Vnd lust and rapine wildly reign 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 

it is as though the fiends prevailed 

\ gainst the seraphs they assailed, 

\.Dd, fixed on heavenly thrones, should dwell 

The freed inheritors of hell ; 

So soft the scene, so formed for joy, 

So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

He who hath bent him o'er the dead 

lire the first day of death is fled, 

The first dark day of nothingness, 

The last of danger and distress, 

[ Before Decay's effacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers, ) 

A.nd marked the mild angelic air, 

The rapture of repose that's there, 

The fixed yet tender traits that streak 

The languor of the placid cheek. 

And — but for that sad shrouded eye 

That fires not, vnns not, weeps not, now, 
And but for that chill changeless brow, 

Where cold obstruction's apathy ^ 

Appals the gazing mourner's heart, 

As if to him it could impart 

Tbe doom he dreads, yet dwells upon'; 

Yes, but for these and these alone, 

Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour, 

He still might doubt the tyrant's power ; 

So fair, so calm, so softly sealed, 

The first, last look by death reveafed ! ^ 

Such is the aspect of dns ihore ; 

Tis Greece, but liviiig Gtteie tao-mow !' 
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So coldly sweet, so deadly fair, 
We start, for soul is wanting there. 
Hers is the loveliness in death, 
That parts not quite with parting breath ; 
But beauty with that fearM bloom. 
That hue which haunts it to the tomby 
Expression's last receding ray. 
A gilded halo hoveling round decay. 
The farewell beam of feeling ^ast away I 
Spark of that flame, perchance of heavenly birth, 
Which gleams, but warnis no more its cherished e 

Clime of the unforgotten brave I 
Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was Freedom's home or Glory's grave ; 
Shrine of the mighty I can it be. 
That this is all remains of thee ? 
Approach thou craven crouching slave : 

Say, is not this Thermopylae? 
These waters blue that round you lave, 

Oh servile offspring of the free — 
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this? 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis ! 
These scenes, their story not unknov?D, 
Arise, and make again your own ; 
Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires ; 
And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear. 
And leave his sops a hope, a fame. 
They too wiU rather die than shaine t 
For Freedom's battle onpe begun, • 
Bequeathed \ij ]>leediog sire tp soii| 
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Tbougk hafHcd oft is ever won. 
Bear witness, Greece, thy living page, 
Attest it many a deathless age ! 
While kings, in dusty darkness hid, 
Have left a nameless pyramid, 
Thy heroes, though the general doom 
Hath swept the column from their tomb, 
A mightier monument command, 
The mountains of their native land I 
There points the Muse to stranger's eye 
The graves of those that cannot die ! 
'Twere long to tell, and sad to trace. 
Each step from splendour to disgrace ; 
Enough — so foreign foe could quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it fell, 
Tes ! self-abasement paved the way 
To vilain-bonds and despot-sway. 



What can he tell who treads thy shore ? 

No legend of thine olden time, 
No theme on which the muse might soar, 
High as thine own in days of yore, 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 
The hearts within thy valleys bred. 
The fiery souls that might have led 

Thy sons to deeds svblime, 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave, 
Slaves — nay, the bondsmen of a slave,^ 

And callous, save to chme ; 
Stained wilh each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes ; 
Without even savage virtue blest, 
Without one free or valiant breast. 
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Still 10 the ncigliboariiig ports they waft 
Proverbial wiles, and aiftient craft ; 
In this the subtle Greek is found, 
For thb, and this alone, renowned. 
In yain might Liberty invoke 
The spirit to its bondage broke. 
Or raise the deck that courts the yoke : 
1^0 more her sorrows I bewail, 
Yet this will be a mournful tale, 
And they who listen may beKeve, 
Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 



¥ 



Far, dark, atemg the bltie sea glancing, . 

The shadows of the rocks advancing, 

Start on the fisher's eye like boat 

Of island-pirate or Mainote ; 

And fearful for his light caique, 

He shuns the near but doubtful creek : 

Ihough worn and weaty with his toif , 

And cumbered with his scaly spoil, 

Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oafr,. 

Till Port Leone's safer shore 

Receives him by the lovely light 

That best becomes an Eastern- night. 
¥ ¥ * * ¥ * ^ 

m 

m 

Who thundering comes on blackest steed. 
With slackened bit and hoof of speed ? 
Beneath the clattering iron's '^ound 
The caverned echoes woke around 
In lash for lash, and bound for botmd ; 
The foam tha\ streaks the courser^s side 
Seems gathered from the ocean-tide': 
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Though waary waves are suok^ to rest, 
^'here's none within his rider's breast ; 
And though to-morrow's tempest lower, 
'Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaottcl^ 
I know thee not, I loathe thy race, 
But in thy lineament^ I ti^ace 
What time shall strengthen, not efiace : 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
Is scathed hy fiery passion's brunt ; 
Though bent on earth thine evil eye, 
As meteor like thou glidest by. 
Bight well I view and deem thee one 
Whom Olhman's $oas should slay or shuu. 



On— on he hastened, and he drew 
My gaze of wonder as he {Lew : 
Though like a demon of the night 
He passed and vanished from my sight, 
His aspect and his air impressed 
A troubled memory on my breast. 
And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser's hoofs of fear. 
He spurs his steed j he nears the steep. 
That, jutting, shadows o'er the deep ; 
He winds around ; he hurries by ; 
The rock relieves him from mine eye ; 
For well I ween unwelcome he 
Whose glance is fixed on those that 64^ j^ 
And not a star but shines too bright 
On him who takes such timeless flight. 
He wound along ; but ere he passed 
One glance he snatched, as if his last, 
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A moment checked bis wheeling steed, 

A moment breathed him from his speed, 

A moment on his stirrup stood-^ 

Why looks he o*cr the olive wood ? 

The crescent glimmers on the hill, 

The Mosque's high lamps are quivering still : 

Though too remote for sound to wake 

In echoes of the far tophaike, * 

The flashes of each joyous peal 

Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeal. 

To-night, set Rhamazani's sun ; 

To-night, the Bairam feast's begun ; 

To-night — but who and what art thoa 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And what are these to thine or thee. 

That thou should'st either pause or flee ? 

He stood — some dread was on his fac«y 

Soon hatred settled in its place : 

It rose not with the reddening flush 

Of transient anger's hasty blusb, 

l]ut pale as marble o'er tlie tomb, 

Whose ghas>tly whiteness aids its gloom. 

His brow was bent, his eye was glazed ; 

He raised his arm, and fiercely raised, 

And sternly shook his hand on high, 

As doubting to return or fly : 

Impatient of his flight delayed. 

Here loud his raven charger neighed — 

Down glanced that hand, and grasped his blade } 

That sound had burst his waking dream. 

As slumber starts at owlet's scream. 

The spur hath lanced his courser's sides ; 

Away, away, for life he rides : 
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Swift as the hurled on high jerreed 9 
Springs to tlie touch his startled steed ; 
The rock is doubled, and the shore 
Shakes with the clattering tramp no more ; 
The crag is won, no more is seen 
His christian crest and haughty mien. 
*Twas but an instant he restrained 
That fiery barb so sternly reined ; 
Twas but a moment that he stood, 
Then sped as if by Death pursued ; 
But in that instant o*er his soul 
Winters of Memory seemed to roD, 
And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, aa age of crime. 
O'er him who loyes, or hales, or fears. 
Such moment pours the grief of years : 
What ftit he then, at once opprest 
By all that most distracts the breast ? 
That pause, which pondered o'er his fate. 
Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! 
Though in time's record nearly nought. 
It was eternity f o thought I 
For infinite as boundless space 
The thought that conscience must embrace, 
Which in itself can compr^end 
Woe without name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Giaour is gone ji 
And did he fly or faH alone 7 
Woe to that hour he came or went! 
The curse for Hassan's sin was sent 
To turn a palace to a tomb : 
He came, he went, like the Simoom, ** 
That harbinger of fate and gloom. 
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Beneath whose widefy'-wastiiig breath 
The very cypress droops to deaths- 
Dark tree, still sad when others' grief is fled, 
The only constant mourner o'er die dead I 



The steed is ranished from die stall; 
No serf is seen in Hassan's hall ; 
The lonely spider^s thin grey paU 
Waves slowly widening o'er the ival) ; 
The bat builds in his haram bower ; 
And in the fortress of his power 
The owl usurps the beacon-toww ; 
The wild-dog howls o'er the fottttttfin's hriflt. 
With baffled dlirst, and famine, grim ^ 
For the stream has ^runk from its marble bed. 
Where the weeds and the desolate dost ate spmd. 
'Twas sweet of yofe to see it play 
And cha^e the sultriness of day, 
As springing high the silver dew 
In whirls fantaslioaHy flew, 
And flung luxurious eoolness rotttsd 
The air, and verdnre o'er the gfoimcl* * 
'Twas siteet, when eloudiess sttffs w«fi bright, 
To view the w«dve of Watery liglkt, 
And hear its melody bj night. 
And oft had Hassan's childhood played 
Around the vei^e of diat cascade ; 
And oft upon his mother's breast 
That sound had harteovnsed his rest ; 
And oft had Hassan's youth Along 
Its bank been soothed by Bcanty's song ; 
And softer seemed each mehing tone 
Of music minuted tnUU \U own. 
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Sut De'er diall Hassan's age repose 

Along the brink at twilight's close : 

The stream that filled that font is fled — 

The blood that warmed his heart is shed ! 

And here no more shall heman voice 

Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice. 

The last sad note that swelled the gale 

Was woman's wildest faneral wail : 

Tliat quenched tii stlence, ail is still, 

But the lattice that flaps when the wind is shrill : 

Though raves the gust, and floods Ae raio, 

No hand shall close its olasp^igain. 

On desart sands 'twere joy to scaa 

The rMJest steps of fellow man. 

So here the veiy voice of grief 

Might wake an echo like relief — 

At least 'twould say, « all are not gone ; 

There lingers life, though but in one — » 

For many a gilded chamber's there, 

Which solitude might well forbear ; 

Within ibat dome as yet decay 

Hath slowly worked her cankering way-^ 

But gloom is gathered o'er the gate, • 

Nor there the Fakir'^ self will wait ; 

Nor there will wandering Dervise stay. 

For bounty cheers not his delay ; 

Nor there will weary strapger halt 

To bless the sacred u bread and salt. » '^ 

Alike must wealth and pover^ 

Pass heedless and nnbeeded by. 

For courtesy and pity died 

With Hassan .on ihe mountain side. 

His roof, that refuge nnto men, 

Is desolation's hungry jden. 

9* 
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Tbe guest flies the hall, and the vassal from labour, 

Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabre ! '^ 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I hear the sound of coming feet, 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
More near-— each turban I can scan, 
And silver-sheathed ataghan ; '^ 
The foremost of the band is seen, 
An Emir by his garb of green : '^ 
« Ho ! who art thou? — ^this low salam ^ 
« Replies of Moslem faith I am. 
« The burthen ye so gently bear, 
K Seems one that claims your utmost care, 
« And, doubtless, holds some precious freight , 
tt My humble bark would gladly wait. » 

M Thou speakest sooth, thy skiff unmoor, 
M And waft us from the silent shore ; 
«« Nay , leave the sail still furled , and ply 
*< The nearest oar that's scattered by , 
«4 And midway to those rocks where sleep 
«( The channelled waters dark and deep. 
« Rest from your task — so— bravely done, 
« Our course has been right swiftly run ; 
« Yet 'tis the longest voyage, I trow, 
« That one of — » ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

*¥¥¥¥¥¥ 

Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank, 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 
I watched it as it sank, mcthought 
Some motion from the current caught 
Bestirred it more, — 'twas but the b^am 
That che(^aered o'er the living stream : 



THE GIAOUR. / 203 

I gazed, till vAnisUng from view, 

Like lesseniDg pebble it withdrew ; 

Still less a ad less, a speck of white 

That gemmed the tide, then mocked the sight ; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep. 

Known but to Genii of the deep, 

Which, trembling in their coral caves, 

They dare not whisper to the waves. 

" As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen '^ of eastern spring. 
O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 
Invites the young pursuer n«ar, 
And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour, 
Then leaves him, 'as it soars on high 
With panting heart and tearful eye : 
So Beauty lures the full-grown child, 
With hue as bright , and wing as wild ; 
A chase of idle hopes and fears. 
Begun in folly, closed in tears. 
If won, to equal ills betrayed. 
Woe waits the insect and the maid ; 
A life of pain, the loss of peace. 
From infant's play, and man's caprice : 
The lovely toy so fiercely sought. 
Hath lost its charm by being caught. 
For eveiy touch that wooed its stay 
Hath brushed its brightest hues away, 
Till charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 
'Tis left to fly or fall alone. 
With wounded wing, or bleeding breast, 
Ah! where shall either victim rest? 
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Can this with faded pinion soar 
From rose to ttilip as before? 
Or Beauty, blighted in an hoof , 
Find joy within her broken bower? 
No : gayer insects flntterhig by 
Ne'er droop die wing o'er those that die» 
And loveher things harve mercy shown 
To every failing but their oxvn, 
And every woe a tear can claim 
Except an erring sister's shame. 

The mindy that broods o'er g^l^ woes^ 

Is like the scorpion girt by fir€^ 
In circle narrowing as it glows. 
The flames around their captive close^ 
Till inly searched by diousand throes^ 

And maddening in her ire, 
One sad and sole relief slie knows, 
The sting she nourished for her foes^ 
Whose venom never yet was vain. 
Gives but one paiig, and cures all pain» 
And darts into her desperate br«in : 
So do the dark in soul expire^ 
Or live like scorpion girt by fire ; '^ 
So \n*ithes the mind remorse hath riven,. 
UnGt for earth, undoomed for heaven^ 
Parkness above, despair beneath ^ 
Around it flame, within it death ! 

Black Hassan from the haram flies. 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes ; 
Ihe unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shares tie n<)l the hunter's ]oy&. 
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Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 

When Leila dwdt in his Serai. 

Doth Leila tfccre no longer dwell? 

That tale can only Hassan tell : 

Strange rumonrs ki our city say 

Upon that eve At fled away 

When fUtamazan's last sun was set, '^ 

And flashing from oach mivaret 

Millions of lamqps proclaimed the feast 

Of Bairam through the boundless East. 

'Twas then she went as to the bath, 

Which Hassan vainly searched in wrath ; 

For she was flown her master's ra^e . ' 

In likeness of a Georgian page, 

And far beyond the Moslem's power 

Had wronged him with the faithless Giaonr. 

Somewhat of this ha'l Hassan deemed ; 

But still so fond, so fair she seemed, 

Too> well he trusted to the slave 

Whose treachery deserved a grave : 

And on that eve had gone to mosque, ^ 

And thence to feast in his kiosk. f> " 

Such is the tale his Nubians tell, T'; 

Who did not watch their charge too wll ; 

But others say, that on that night, 

By pale Phingari's *9 trembliffg figfct, 

The Giaour upon his jet black steed 

Was seen, btrt seen alone to speed 

With bloody spur along the »hore , 

Nor maid nor page behmd him bore. 

Her eye*s dark charm *tw;ere vain to tell. 
But gaze on that of the Ga&elle» 
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It will assist thy fancy weU; 
As large, as langnisbingly dark. 
Bat soul beamed forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the hd. 
Bright as the jewel of Gi^mschid.*^ 
Yea, Soul J and should our prophet say 
That form was nought but breathing clay. 
By AUa ! I would answer nay ^ 
Though on Al-Sirat's ^' arch I stood , 
Which totters o^r the fiery flood, 
With paradise yrithin my yiew. 
And ail his Houris beckoning through. 
Ohiwho young Leila^s glance could read 
And keep that portion of his creed *^ 
Which saith that woman b but dust, 
A soulless toy for tyrant's lust ? 
On her might Muftis gaze, and own 
That through her eye the Immbrtal shone ; 
On her fair cheeks unfading hue 
The young pomegranate's ^ blossoms strew 
Their bloom in blushes ever new ; 
Her hair in hyacinthine ^ flow, 
When left to roll its folds below, 
As midst her handmaids in the hall 
She stood superior to them all, 
Hath swept the marble where her feet 
Gleamed whiter than the mountain sleet 
Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 
It fell, and caught one stain of earth. 
The cygnet nobly walks the wafer; 
So moved on earth Circassians daughtei^ 
The loveliest bird of Franguestan ! ** 
As rears her cr^st the ruffled swan. 
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And spams the wave with wings of pride. 
When pass the steps of stranger man 

Along the hanks that bound her tide ; 
Thus rose fair Leila's whiter neck : — 
Thus armed with beauty would she check 
Intrusion's glance, till folly's gaze 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 
Thus high and graceful was her gait ; 
Her heart as tender to her mate^ 
Her mate — stern Hassan, who was he ? 
Alas! that name was not for thee! 

Stern Hassan hath a journey ta'en 
With twenty vassals in his train. 
Each armed, as best becomes a man, 
With arquebuss and ataghan ; 
The chief before, as decked for war, 
Bears in his belt the scimitar 
Stained vsrith the best of Amaut blood, 
When in the pass the rebels stood. 
And few returned to tell the tale 
Of what befell in Fame's vale. 
The pistols which his girdle bore 
Were those that once a pasha wore. 
Which still , though gemmed and bossed with gold, 
Even robbers tremble to behold. 
'Tis said he goes to woo a bride \ 

More true than her who left his side ; 
The faithless slave that broke her bower, 
And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour! 

¥ ♦ • ♦ ♦ ¥ ¥ ¥ 

The sxkvis last rays are on the bill, ^ 

And sparkle in the fountain rlH, 
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Whose welcome waler3, cool and f\tatj 
Draw blessings fnoju tiie nMitntaBieer : 
Here maj the kMteriog mercfaaftt Oreek 
Find that re^te Were Tain to ^eek 
In citiei lodged too near his k>nd , 
And trembling Ibi his seeret ikoard— 
Here maj he rest where none can. seCi 
In crowds a slaye, in deserts free ; 
And with forbidden wine may stfun 
The bowl a Moslem muM not drai^. 

The foremost Tartar's in the^ap, 

Conspicuous by hi« yellow cap ; 

The rest in lengthening line the while 

Wind slowly through the long defile : 

Above, the mountain rears a peak, 

Where vultures whet the thirsty beak, 

And theirs may be a fea^t to-night , 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow's ligfht ; 

Beneath, a river's wintry stream 

Has shrunk l)efore the summer beam, 

And left a channel bleak and bare, 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there : 

Each side the midway path there lay 

Small broken crags of granite gray, 

By time, or mountain lightning, riven 

From summits clad in mists of heaven ; 

For where is he that hath behdd 

The peak of Liakura unveiled ? 

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 4 ¥ ^ 

They reach the grove of pine at last : 
Bismillah! ^^ now the peril's past; 
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« For yondter view the -openin]; plain, 

M And there we'H prick our steeds amain : » 

The (ihiaus spake, and as he said, 

A hullet whistled o'er his head ; * 

The foremost Tartar hites die ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check the reio, 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound; 

But three shall never mount again : 
Unseen the foes that gaye the wound. 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 
With sleei unsheathed, and carbine bent, 
Some o'er their conrser's harness leant, 

Half dheltered hy the steed ; 
Some fly behind the nearest rock. 
And there a^ait tlie eomisg shock, 

Nor tamely stand to \Aeed 
Beneath the ^ft of l^es tmseen. 
Who dare not quit their craggy screen. 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his eonrst^ 
Till fiery flashes ra the van 
Proclaim too sar« the robbcr-«elan 
Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the promised pnsy; 
Then corled Irrs very heard '^ witk ire. 
And glared his eye with fiercer fire : 
« Though far and n«ar the hultetfl hiss, 
« IVe scaped a bfoodi«r hour Aan this. » 
And DOW the foe tfteir coveft qott, 
And call his vassals to nibmit ; 
But Hassan's frovm and furious word 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 
Nor of his little band a man 
Resigned carbine or ataghan, 
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Nor raised the crayon cry, Amann ! ** 
In fuller sights more near and near^ 
The lately ambushed foes appear, 
And, issuiftg from the grove, adyance 
Some who on battle-charger prance. 
Who leads them on with foreign brand. 
Far flashing in his red right hand ? 
« 'Tis he ! 'tis he ! I know him now ; 
«c I know him by his paUid brow ; 
« I know him by the evil eye ^9 
« That aids his envious treachery ; 
« I know him by his jet-black barb * 
<t Though now arrayed in Amaut garb, 
u Apostate from his own yile faith, 
« It shall not save him from the death : 
« 'Tis he ! well met in any hour! 
« Lost Leila's love, accursed Giaour ! » 

As rolls the river into Ocean, 
In sable torrent wildly streaming ; 

As the sea-tide's opposiog motion, 
In azure column proudly gleaming, 
Beats back the current many a rood. 
In curling foam and mingling flood, 
While eddying whirl, and breaking wave, 
Boused by the blast of winter rave ; 
Through sparkling spray, in thundering clash, 
The lightnings of the waters flash 
In awful whiteness o'er the shore, 
That shines and shakes beneath the roar ; 
Thus — as the stream and Ocean greet. 
With waves that madden as they meet — 
Thus join the bands, whom mutual wrong, 
And fate, and fury^ di-ive along. 
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The bkkeriog sabres' shivering jar; 

A ad pealipg wide or ringing near 

Its echoes on the throbbing ear, 
The deathshot hissing from afar; 
The shock , the shout, the groan of war, 

Reverberate along that vale, 

More suited to the shepherd's tale : 
Though few the numbers — theirs the strife, 
That neither spares nor speaks fer life ! 
Ah ! fondly youthful hearts can press. 
To seize and share the dear caress ; 
But Love itself could never paot 
For all that Beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour Hate bestows 
Upon the last embrace of foes, 
When grappling in the fight they fold 
Those arms that ne'er shall lose their hold ; 
Friends meet to part ; Love laughs at faith ; 
True foes once met, are joined till death ! 

¥¥¥¥¥* 



With sabre shivered to the hilt, 
Yet dripping with the blood he spilt; 
Yet strained within the severed hand 
Which quivers round that faithless brand ; 
His turban far behind him rolled. 
And cleft in twain its firmest fold ; 
His flovnng robe by falchion torn. 
And cr mson'as those clouds of morn 
That, streaked with dusky red, portend 
The day shall have a stormy end ; 
A stain on every bush that bore 
A fragment of his palampore, ^ 
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His breast with wounds uonumbered rtrtn, 
His back to earth, his face to heaven, 
Fall'n Hassan lies — his unclosed eje 
Yet lowering on;liis enemy. 
As if the hour that sealer! his £ite 
Surviving left bis qucn hless hate ; 
And o'er ham bends that foe witb brow 
As dark as his that bled below. — 

¥ JF * * * ¥ 

« Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave, 
« But his shall be a redder grave ; 
« Her spirit pointed well the steel 
« Whi( h taught that ft^DU heart to fee). 
A He called the Prophet, but his power 
«c Was vain against the vengeful Giaour : 
« He called on Alia — but the word 
M Arose .unheeded or unheard. 
« Thou Paynim fooir could Leila's prayer 
« Be passed, and thine accorded there ? 
tc I watched my time, I leagued with these, 
M The traitor in his turn to seize ; 
« My wrath is wreaked, the deed is done, 
« And now I go — but go alone. .» 

*¥¥¥¥¥ 
¥¥¥¥¥¥ 



The browzing camels' bolls ape finklinf^ : 
His mother looked from her lattice higW- 

She saw tbe dews of eve besprinkHiig 
The pasture green beneath her eye. 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling : 

« 'Tis twilight — sure his train is nigh. « 
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She could not rest ia the garden-bower, 

But gazed through the grate of his steepest tower : 

H Why comes he not ? his steeds are fleet, 

« Mor shnnk they from the summer heat ; 

« Why sends not the bridegroom his promised gift ? 

C4 Is his heart more cold, or his barb less swift ? 

u Oh, false reproach ! yon Tartar now 

« Has gained our nearest mountain's brow, 

cc And warily the steep descends, 

« And now within the valley bends : 

« And he bears the gift at his saddle bow-— 

« How could I deem his courser slow ? 

« Right well my largess shall repay 

« His welcome speed, and weary way. m 

The Tartar lighted at the gate. 

But scarce upheld his fainting weight : 

His swarthy visage spake distress, 

But this might be kom weariness ; 

His garb with sanguine ^ts was dyed. 

But these might be from his courser's side ; 

He drew the token fi-om his vest — 

Angel of Death ! 'tis Hassan's cloven crest ! 

His calpac ^' rent— his caftan red«— 

n Lady, a fearful bride thy son hath wed : 

(( Me, not from mercy, did they spare, 

a But this empurpled pledge to beer. 

N Peace to the brave I vHiose blood is spilt : 

t« Woe to the Giaour ! for his th« guilt. » 



A turban ^^ carved in coarsest stone, 
A pillar with* rank wee^ a'ergrorwn. 
Whereon aem ncm be-seivctly' vtsA 
The Koran yen€ tlwt ^koorvs the dead, 
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Point out the spot where Hassaa fell 

A ▼ictim in that lonely dell. • 

There sleeps as true an Osmanlie 

As e*er at Mecca bent the knee ; 

As ever scorned forbidden wine. 

Or prayed with face towards the shrine, 

In orisons resumed anew 

At solemn sound of « Alia Hu ! » ^ 

Yet died he by a stranger's hand, 

And stranger in his native land ; 

Tet died he as in arms he stood, 

And unavenged, at least in blood. 

But him the maids of Paradise 

Impatient to their halls invite, 
And the dark heaven of Houri's ejes 

On him shall glance for ever bright ; 
They come — their kerchiefs green they wavc,'^ 
And welcome with a kiss the brave I 
Who falls in battle 'gainst a Giaour - 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 

But thou, false Infidel ! shah writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir's scythe ; ^ 
And from its torment 'scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis' throne ; ^^ 
And fire unquenched, unquenchable, 
Around, within, thy heart shall dwell ; 
Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell 
The tortures of that inward hell ! 
But first, on earth as Vampire ^' sent, 
Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent : 
Then ghastly haunt thy native place, 
And suck the blood of all thy race ; 
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There from ihy daugtber, sister, wife, 

At midnight drain the stream of life ; 

Yet loathe the hanquet which perforce 

Must feed thy liyid living corse : 

Thy victims ere they yet expire 

Shall know the demon for their sire, 

As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 

Thy flowers are withered on the stem. 

But one that for thy crime must fall. 

The youngest, most beloved of all. 

Shall bless thee with a father's name — 

That word shall wrap tby heart in flame ! 

Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 

Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark, 

And the last glassy glance must view 

Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallowed hand shalt tear 

The tresses of her yellow hair, 

Of which in life a lock when shorn 

Affection's fondest pledge was worn ; 

But now is borne away by thee, . 

Memorial of thine agony ! 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip ^ 

Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip ; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grave. 

Go— and with Gouls and Afrits rave ; 

Till these in horror shrink away 

From spectre more accursed ihan they ! 
♦ ♦♦*♦♦ 

a How name ye yoa lone Caloyer? 

« His features I have scanned before 
41 In mine own land : 'tis many a year, 

(t SincCi dashing by the lonely diore, 
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u I saw Kiai urge as fleet a steeil 

u As ever served a horseDian'.s need. 

a But once 1 saw that face, yet then 

tt It was so marked with inward pain, 

tt I could not pass it by again ; 

n It breathes the same dark spirit now, 

« As death were stamped upon his brow. » 

« ^Tis twice tliree years at summer tide 

« Since first among our (reres he came ; 
« And here it soothes him to abide 

« For some dark deed he will not name, 
tt But never at our vesper prayer, 
« Nor e'er before confession chair 
« Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
« Incense or anthem to the skies, 
« But broods within las> cell aloa«, 
M His faith and race alike unknown. 
<c The sea from Paynim land be eros|>, 
« And here ascended from the coast ; 
<t Yet seems he not of Otbman race, 
« But only Christian in his face r 
« I'd judge hitn some stray renegade, 
c( Repentant of the change he made, 
u Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 
c( Nor tastes the sacred bread and winek 
u Great largess to these walls he brought, 
u And thus our abbot's favour bought ; 
« But were I Prior, not a day 
a Should brook such stranger's further stayf 
K Or pent within onr penance cell 
M Should doom him there for ay elb^ dwell. 
« Much in bis visions mutters he 

I 

n Of maiden Vhdmed beneadr the sea ; 
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Of sabres clashing, focmen flyingf 
Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. 
On diif he hath been known to stand, 
And rave as to some bloodj hand 
Fresh severed from its parent limbt 
Invisible to all but him, 
Which beckons onward to his grave, 
And lures to leap into the wave. » 



ark and unearthly is the scowl 
hat glares beneath his dusky cowl : 
he flash of that dilating eye 
eveals too much of times gone by ; 
hough varying, indistinct its hue, 
Ift will his glance the gazer rue. 
or in it lurks that nameless spell 
^ich speaks, itself unspeakable, 
spirit yet unquelled and high, 
hat claims and keeps ascendancy ; 
nd like the bird whose pinions quake, 
ut cannot fly the gazing snake^ 
V^ill others quail beneath his look, 
Tor 'scape the glance they scarce can brook* 
rom him the half^affrighted Friar 
Vben met alone would fain retire, 
k.s if that eye and bitter smile 
Tansferred to others fear and guile : 
lot oft to smile descendeth he, 
Lud when he doth 'tis sad to see 
'hat he but mocks at misery, 
low that pale lipe will curl and q^ver ! 
?hen fix once mQre as if for e^er \ 
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As if his sorrow or disdain 

Forbade him e'er to smile again. 

Well were it so— such ghastly mirth 

From joyaunce ne'er derived its birth. 

But sadder still it were to trace 

What once were feelings in that face : 

Time hath not yet the features dxei^ 

But brighter traits with evil mixed ; 

And there are hues not always faded. 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 

Even by the crimes through which it waded : 

The common crowd but^ee the gloom 

Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom ; 

The close observer can espy 

A noble soul, and lineage high : 

Alas ! though both bestowed in vain, 

Which Grief could change, and Guilt could staioy 

It was no vulgar tenement 

To which such lofty gifts were lemt. 

And still with little less than dread 

On such the sight is riveted, 

The roofless cot, decayed and rent. 

Will scarce delay the passejr by ; 
The tow^r by war or tempest bent, 
While yet may frown one battlement. 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eyf ; 
Each ^vied arch^ and pillar lone, 
Pleads haugl^tily for glories gone I 



n His floating robe around him folding, 
« Slow sweeps he through the colunmed aisle; 

«■ With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 
« The cUe& \hal %aL\ic\i[^ xhe ^ile. 
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But when the anthem shakes the choir, 
And kneel the monks, his steps retire; 
By yonder lone and wavering torch 

His aspect glares within the porch ^ 

There will he pause till all is done— 

And hear the prayer, but utter none. 

See — ^by the half- illumined wall 

His hood fly back, his dark hair fall, 

That pale brow wildly wreathing round, -^ 

As if the Gorgon there had bound ' ^-^ 

The sablest of the serpent-braid ^ 

That o'er her fearful forehead strayed : 

For he declines the convent oath, 

And leaves those locks unhallowed growth. 

But wears our garb in all beside ; 

And, not from piety but pride, 

Gives wealth to walls that never heard 

Of his one holy vow nor word. 

Lo ! — mark ye, as the harmony 

Peals louder praises to the sky, 

That livid cheek, that stony air 

Of mixed defiance and despair ! 

Saint Francis, keep him from the shrine ! 

Else may we dread the wrath divine 

t Made manifest by awful sign. 

I If ever evil angel bore 

i The form of mortal, such he wore : 

I By all my hope of sins forgiven, 

I Such looks are not of earth nor heaven ! » 

To love the softest hearts are prone, 
But such can ne'er be all his own ; 
Too timid in his woes to share, 
loo meek to meet, or brave despair; 
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A ad sterner hearts alooe may feel 
The wound that time can never heal. 
The rugged metal of the mine 
Must burn before its surface shine, 
- But plunged within the fiimace-flame, 
It bends and melts — though still the* same ; 
Then tempered to thy want, or will, 
'Twill serve thee to defend or kill ; 
A breast-plate for thine hour of need. 
Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed ; 
But if a dagger's form it bear, 
Let those who shape its edge, beware ! 
Thus passion's fire, and woman's art, 
Can< turn and tame the sterner heart ; 
From these its form and tone are ta'en. 
And what they make it, must re^in, 
But break — ^before it bend again. 



^ 



If solitude succeed to grief. 
Release from pain is slight relief; 
The vacant bosom's wilderness 
Might thank the pang that made it le». 
We loathe what none are left to share : 
Even bliss — ^'twere woe alone to bear ; 
The heart once left thus desolate 
Must fly at last for ease — to hate. 
It IS as if the dead could feel 
The icy worm around them steal, 
And shudder, as the reptiles creep 
To revel o'er their rotting sleep, 
Without the power to scare away 
The cold cousuxatts ol \ke\s dac^ I 
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h as if the de^art-bird, ^9 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 

To still her iPamished nestlings' screai^, 
or mourns a life to them transferred, 
}ould reiidiier rash devoted breast, 
nd find them flovm her empty nest, 
he keenest pangs the Mrretched find 

Are rapture to the dreary void, 
he leafless desart of the mind, 

The waste of feelings unemployed, 
/bo would be doomed to gaze upon 

sky without a cloud or sun ? 
ess hi^e6u8 far the tempest's roar 
ban ne'er to brave the billows mor^-« 
brown, when the war of winds is o'er^ 

lonely wreck on fortune's shore, 

tfid sullen calm, and silent bay, 

^nsecn to drop by dull decay ; — 

etter to sink beneath the shock, 

htin moulder piecemeal en the rock ! 
♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 



Father ! thy days have passed in peace, 
« Mid counted beads, and countless prayer ; 
To bid the sins of others cease, 
M Thyself without a crime or car«, 
Save transient ills that all must bear, 
> Has been thy lot from youth to age ; 
I And thou vTilt bless thee from the rage 
I Of passions fierce and uncontrolled, 

Such as thy penitents unfold, 
c Whose secret sins and sorrows rest 
I Within thy pure and pitying breast* 
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M My days, though few, have passed belew 

« In much of joy , but more of woe ; 

« Yet still in hours of love or strife, 

« I've 'scaped the weariness of life : 

» Now leagued with friends, now girt by foes, 

« I loathed the languor of repose. 

«c Now noUiing left to love or hate, 

M No more with hope or pride elate, 

(( I'd rather be the thing that crawls 

« Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls, 

«< Than pass my dull^ unvarying days, 

« Condemned to meditate and gaze. 

« Yet , lurks a wish within my breast 

« For rest — ^but not to feel 'tis rest. 

<« Soon shall my fate that wish fulfil ; 

tt And I shall sleep without the dream 
H Of what I was, and would be still, 

« Dark as to thee my deed^knay seem : 
« My memory now is but the tomb 
« Of joys long dead; my hop<|L their doom; 
« Though better to have died tnth those, 
M Than bear a life of lingering vi^oes. 
u My spirit shrunk not to sustain 
« The searching throes of ceaseless pain ^ *> 
« Nor sought the self-accorded grave - ", 

<« Of ancient fool and modern knave : . y 
« Yet death I have not feared to meet ; * % 
« And in the jQeld it had been sweet , 
« Had danger wooed me on to move 
« The slave of glory, not of love. 
« I've braved it—not for honour's boast ; 
« I smile at laurels won or lost; 
M To such let others carve their way, 
« For high reuoym^ ot bit^Uw^ ^ai^ t 



M 
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et Bat place again before my eyes 

H Aught that I deem a worthy prize ; 

«< The maid 1 love, the man I hate^ 

« And I will hunt the steps of fate, 

« To save or slay, as these require, 

« Through rending steel, and rolling fire^ 

« Nor need'st thou doubt this speech from one 
Who would but do — ^what he hath done. 
Death is but what the haughty brave, 
The weak must bear, the wretcli must crave ^ 
Then let life go to him who gave : 
I have not quailed to danger's brow 
When high and happy — need I now ? 



« I loved her, friar ! nay, adored— 

M But these are words that all can use--* 
M I proved it more in deed than word ; 
« There's blood upon that dinted sword, 

M A stain its steel can never lose : 
« 'Twas shed for her, who died for me, 

« It warmed the heart of one abhorred : 
« Nay, start not — no — nor bend thy knee, 

« Nor midst my sins such act record ; 
M Thou vnll absolve me from the deed, 
M For he was hostile to thy creed ! 
M The very name of J^azarene 
« Was wormwood to his Paynim spUen. 
<t Ungrateful fool I since but for brands 
« Well wielded in some hardy hands, 
u And wounds by Galileans given, 
« The surest pass to Turkish heaven, 
<« For him his Houris still might wait 
« Impatient at the prophet's gate. 



m 
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It I loved her — love will find its way 

« Through paths where wolves would fear to pre; 

«c And if it dares enough, 'twere hard 

u If passion met not some reward-*^ 

«c No matter how, or where, or why, 

M I did not vainly seek, nor sigh : 

« Yet sometimes, with remorse, in vain 

« I wish she had not loved again. 

M She died-«I dare not tell thee how ; 

« But look— *tis written on my brow ! 

« There read of Gain the curse and crime, 

a In characters unworn by time t 

c( Still, ere thou dost condemn me, pause ; 

« Not mine the act, though I the cause. 

» Yet did he but what I had done 

(1 Had she been false to more than one. 

« Faithless to him, he gave the blow ; 

tt But true to me, I laid him lo w : 

u Howe'er deserved her doom might be, 

u Her treachery was truth to me ; 

« To me she gave her heart, that all 

« Which tyranny can ne'er enthrall ; 

« And I, alas ! too late to save ! 

« Yet all I then could give, I gave, 

« *Twas some relief, our foe a grave. 

tt His death sits lightly ;-but her fate 

« Has made me — what thou well may'st hate. 

« His dootn was sealed — he knew it well, 
« Warned by the voice of stern Taheer, 
« Deep in whose darkly boding ear 
u The deathshot pealed of murder near, 

• As filed the troop to where they fell! 
<( He died too in the battle broil, 
« A time thai heeds tvoy ^a.\w tioi: toil ; 
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One cVy k) Mahomet for aid. 

One prayer to Alia, all he made: 

He knew and crossed me in the fray— - 

i gazed upon him where he lay, 

And watched his spirit ebb away : ' 

Though pierced like Pard by hunters' steely 

He felt not half that now I feel. 

I searched, but yainly searched, to find 

The workings of a wounded mind ; 

Each feature of that sullen corse 

Betrayed his rage, but no remorse. 

Oh ! what had Vengeance given to traee 
I Despair upon his dying face ! 
I The late repentance of that hour, 
I When Penitence hath lost her power 
1 To tear one terror from the grave, 
' And will not soothe, and cannot save. 

^ ¥ ¥ ¥ * ¥ ^ 

I The cold in clime are cold in blood, 
K Their love can scarce deserve the name ; 
But mine was like the lava flood 
« That boik in Etna's breast of flame. 
I cannot prate in puling strain 
t Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain : 
t If changing cheek, and scorching vein, 
( Lips taught to writhe, but not complain, 
K If bursting heart, and mad'ning brain, 

< And daring deed, and vengeful steely 
M And all that I have felt, and feci, 

t Betoken love — that love was mine, 

( And shewn by many a bitter sign. 

< 'Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 
R I knew but to obtain or die. 

10* 
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« I die — ^but ficst I have possessedT, 

M And come what may, I have been bjeitr 

tt Shall I the doom I sought upbraid? 

M No — refttof all , yet undismayed 

« But forthV^Apught of Leila slain, 

u Give me the'^teasure with the pain, 

« So would I li^.and love again. 

« I grieve, but iibt, my holy guide, 

M For him who dies, but her who died : 

(t She sleeps beneath the wandering wave— 

M Ah ! had she hot aa earthly grave, 

«c This breaking heart and throbbing head 

u Should seek and share her narrow bed» 

« She was a form of hfe and light , 

tt That, seen, became a part of sight; 

« And rose, where'er I turned mine eye^ 

<( The morning-star of Memory ! 

a Yes, love indeed is light from heaven ; 

M A spark of that immortal fire 
« With angels shared, by Alia giveb, 

« To lift from earth our low desire i. 
tt Devotion wafts the mind above, 
u But Heaven itself descends in love ; 
ti A feeling from the Godhead caught, 
« To wean from self each sordid thought ; 
u A ray of him who formed the whole , 
tt A glory circling round the soul I 
u I grant 772^ love imperfect, all 
tt That mortals by the name miscall; 
tt Then deem it evil, what thou wilt ; 
tt But say, oh say, kers was not guilt ! 
« She was my life's unerring light : 
tt That quenched, what beam shall break my niglt 
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« Oh ! would it shone to lead me still, 
« Although to death or deadliest ill! 
« Why marvel ye, if they who lose 

« This present joy, this future hope, 

« No more with sorrow meekly cope ; 
m In phrenzy then their fate accuse : 
« la madness do those fearful deeds 

« That seem to add but guilt to woe ? 
« Alas! the breast that inly bleeds 

u Hath nought to dread from outward blow ; 
« Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 
« Cares little into what abyss. 
«t Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 

M To thee, old man, my deeds appear : 
H I read abhorrence on thy brow, 
« And this too was I born to bear ! 
« 'Tis true, that, like that bird of prey, 
« With havock have I marked my way : 
« But this was taught me by the dove, 
M To die — ^and know no second love. 
M This lesson yet hath man to learn, 
« Taught by the thing he dares to spurn : 
tc The bird that sings within the brake, 
« The swan that swims upon the lake, 
u One mate, and one alone, will take. 
« And let the fool still prone to range, 
« And sneer on all who cannot change, 
<f Partake his jest with boasting boys; 
« I envy not his varied joys, 
« But deem such feeble, heartless man, 
« Less than yon solitary swan ; 
« Far, far beneath the shallow maid 
« He left believing and betrayed. 
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« Such shame at least was never miae — 

« Leila ! each thought was only thine ! 

« My good, my guilt, my weal, my woe^ 

« My hope on. high— my all below. 

« Earth holds no other like to thee, 

« Or if it doth, in yain for me : 

« For worlds I dare not view the dame 

« Resembling thee, yet not the same. 

« The very crimes that mar my youth, 

« This bed of death — attest my truth ! 

« 'Tis all too late — thou wert, thou art 

« The cherished madness of my heart ! 



K And she was lost — and yet I breathed, 

« But not the breath of human life : 
«< A serpent round my heart was wreathed, 
A And stung my every thought to strife. 
M Alike all time, abhorred all place, 
H Shuddering I shrunk from Nature's face, 
u Where every hue that charmed before, 
ti The blackness of my bosom wore. 
« The rest thou dost dready know, 
M And all my sins, and half my woe. 
«t But talk no more of penitence; 
« Thou see'st I soon shall part from hence : 
H And if thy holy tale were true, 
u The deed that's done can*st thou undo ? 
« Think me not thankless — but this grief 
N Looks not to priesthood for relief.^* 
« My soul's estate in secret guess : 
M But would'st thou pity more, say less. 
«« When thou can'st bid my Leila live, 
« ThenwiUlsu^AiittXo to^^^*. 
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t« Then plead my cause in that high place ^^ 
«t Where purchased masses proffer grace. 
« Go, when the hunter's hand hath wrung 
« From forest-cave her shrieking young, 
n And calm the ionely lioness : 
a But soothe not— mock not mjr distress ! 

« In earlier days, and calmer hours, 

« When heart with heart delights to hlend, 
« Where bloom my native valley's bowers 

« I had — Ah ! have I now? — a friend! 
u To him this pledge I charge thee send, 

« Memorial of a youthful vow ; 
« I would remind him of my end : 

« Though souls absorbed like mine allow 
« Brief 4hought to distant friendship's claim, 
« Yet dear to him my blighted name. 
H 'Tis strange— he prophesied my doom, 

« And I have smiled — ^I then could smile — 
M When Prudence would his voice assume^ 

« And wam-— I recked not what-^the while : 
« But now remembrance whispers o'er 
M Those accents scarcely marked before. 
tt Say — that his bodings came to pass, 

« And he will start to hear their truth, 

« And wish his words had not been sooth : 
M Tell him, unheeding as I was , 

« ^Through many a busy bitter scene 

« Of all our golden youth had been, 
« In pain , my faultering tongue had fried 
« To bless his memory ere I died ; 
u But heaven in yrrath would turn away , 
« If guilt should for the guiltless pray. 
« I do not ask him not to blame^ 
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M Too gende be to wound my name ; 
« And what have I to do with £ame7 
H I do not ask him not to mourn ^ 
M Such cold request might sound like scorn ; 
« And what than friendship's manly tear 
tt May belter grace a brother's bier? 
« But bear this ring , his own of old, 
H And tell him — what thou dost behold! 
« The withered frame, the ruined mind, 
(« The wrack by passion left behind, 
M. A shrivelled scroll, a scattered leaf, 
« Seared by the autumn blast of grief! 

* N Tell me no more of fancy's gleam, 

H No, father, no, 'twas not a dream; 

« Alas! the dreamer first must sleep. 

« I only watched, and wished to weep ; 

H But could not, for my burning brow 

It Throbbed to the very brain as now : 

M I wished but for a single tear, 

« As something welcome, new, and dear : 

« I wished it then, I wish it still, 

u Despair is stronger thaii my will. 

« Waste not thine orison, despair 

« Is mightier than thy pious prayer : 

« I would not, if I might, be blest, 

« I want uo priradise, but rest. . 

« 'Twas then, T tell thee, father ! then 

« I saw her^ yes, she lived again ; 

« And shining in her white symar,^' 

« As through yon pale grey cloud the star 

« Which now I gaze on, as ou her, 

« Who looked and looks far lovelier; 
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« Dimly I view its trembling spark ; . 

»€ To-morrow's night shall be more dark } 

w And I, before its rays appear ^ 

« That lifeless thing the hving fear. 

•I I wander, father ! for my soul 

« Is fleeting towards the final goal. 

« I saw her, friar! and I rose 

« Forgetful of our former woes ; 

« And rushing from my couch, I dart, 

M And clasp her to my desperate heart : ^ 

« I clasp — what is it that I clasp? 

u No breathing form within my grasp, 

M No heart that beats reply to mine, 

tt Yet, Leila ! yet the form is thine ! « 

u And art thou, dearest, changed so muchi 

H As meet my eye, yet mock my touch ? ^ 

« Ah ! were thy beauties- e'er so cold> 

« I care not ; so my arms enfold 

H The all they ever wished to hold. 

u Alas ! around a shadow prest, 

« They shrink upon my lonely breast; 

« Yet still 'tis there ! in silence stands, 

H And beckons vnth beseeching hands! 

« With braided hair, and bright-black eye—* 

«t I knew 'twas false—she could not die ! 

« But he is dead ! vnthin the dell . 

« I saw him buried where he fell ; 

« He comes not, for he cannot break 

« From earth ; why then art thou awake? 

It They told me wild waves rolled above 

tt The face I view, the form I love ; 

« They told me — 'twas a hideous tale ! 

« I'd tell it, but my tongue would fail : 
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If true, and from thioe Ocean-cave 

ThoH com'st to claim a calmer grave y 

« Oh! pass thy iewf fingers o'er 

n This brow that then will bum no more ^ 

« Or place them on my hopeless heart : 

« But, shape or shade! whatever thou art, 

« In mercy ne'er again depart ! 

« Or farther with thee bear my soul, 

« Than winds can waft or waters roll ! 
♦ *♦♦♦** 

« Such is my name, and such my tale. 

u Confessor! to thy secret ear 
M I breathe the sorrows I bewail, 

« And thank thee for the generous tear 
M This glazing eye could never shed. 
« Then lay me v^th the humblest dead , 
« And, save the cross above my head, 
« Be neither name nor emblem spread, 
« By prying stranger to be read, 
« Or stay the passing pilgrim's tread. » 

He passed-^nor of his name and race 
Hath left a token or a trace. 
Save what the father must not sa j 
Who shrived him on his d3ring day. 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he loved, or him he slew.^ 
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Kote I, page 191, line 3. 
That tomb vhich^ gleaming o^er the cliff, 
k tomb above the rocks on the promontory, by some snp" 
ed the sepulchre of Themistocles. 

Note iy page 191, line aa« 
Sultana of thd nightingale, 
he attachment of the nightingale to the rose is a well- 
wn Persian fable. If I mistake not, the r Bulbal of ft 
usand tales » is one of his appellations. 
Note 3, page 19a, line 16. 
Till the gay mariner's guitar. 
'he gnitar is the constAit amusement of the Greek sailor 
night : with a steady fair wind and during a calm» it ii 
)mpanied always by the voice, and often by dancing. 

Note 4> p^c 193, line a3. 
Where cold ohstructidn's apathy. 

« Ay, but to die and go we know not where^ 
« To lie in cold obstruction. » 

Measure for Measure t Act. III. i3o. Sc. 3. 

Note 5, page 193, line 3i. 

The first, last look, by death revealed, 

trust that few of my readers have ever had an oppor- 
ty of witnessing what is here attempted in description ; 
those who have will probably retain a painful remem- 
ice of that' singular beauty which pervades, with few 
ptions, the features of the dead, a few hours, and but 
a few hours, after « the spirit is not there. » It is to be 
arked in cases of violent death by gun-shot wounds, the 
'ession is always that of languor, whatever the natural 
gy of the sufferer^s character ; but in death from a stab, 
countenance preserves its traits of feeling or ferocity, 
the mind its bias, to the last. 
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Note 6, page igS, line 27. 

Siapes — nay, the hondsmen of a slape. 

Athens is ibe properly of the Kislar Aga, (the sUfe of tlit 

seraglio and guardian of the women) who appoints the 

Waywode. A pandar and eunuch — these are not polite, 

y^t triie appellations — now governs the governor of Athens ! 

Note 7^ p. 197, line 4* 
*7VV calmer than thy hearty young Giaour, 

Infidel. 

Note 8, p. 198, line 8. 

In echoes of the far tophaiie, 

« Tophaike,» musqueL — TheBairam is announced by tlie 

cannon at sunset; the illumination of the Mosques, and the 

firing of all kinds of small arms, loaded with ball^ proclaim 

it during the night. 

Note 9, p. 199, line i. 
Svift as the hurled on high jerreed, 

Jerreed, or Djerrid, a blunted Turkish Javelin, which is 
darted from horseback with great force and precision. It is 
a favourite exercise of the Mussulmans; but I know not if it 
can be called a manly one, since the most expert in the art 
are the Black Eunuchs of Constantinople — I think, next to 
these » a Mamlouk at Smyrna was the most skilful that came 
within my observation. 

Note 10, page 199, line 3a. 

He came, he went, like the Simoom, 

The blast of the desart, fatal to every thing living, and 
often alluded to in eastern poetry. 

Note II, page 201, line a8. 
To bless the sacred « bread and salt, » 
To partake of food, to break bread and salt -«ith your 
host, insures the safety of the guest : even though an enemy, 
his person from that moment is sacred. 

Note la, page ao2, line ai. 
Since his turban was cleft by the infiders sabre. 
I need hardly observe, that charity and hospitality are 
the first duties enjoined by Mahomet^ and to say truth, very 
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generally practised by his disciples. The first praise that can 
he bestowed on a chief is a panegyric on hia bounty ; the 
nest, on his valour. 

Note i3, page 202, line 7. 
And silver^sheathed ataghan. 

The ataghan, a long dagger worn with pistols in the belt, 
in a metal scabbard, generally of silver ; and, among the 
wealthier, gilt, or of gold. 

Note i4» page 302, line 9. 

An Emir by his garb of green » 

Green is the privileged coloar of ttie prophet* s nmnerons 
pretended descendants; with them, as here, faith (the fa- 
mily inheritance) is supposed to supersede the necessity of 
good works : they are the worst of a very indifferent brood. 

Note i5, page 202, line 10. 
Ho ! who art thou ? — this IO0 salam* 

Salam aleikonm ! aleikoum salam ! peace be with you ; be 
with you peace — the salutation reserved for the faithful : — to 
a christian , « Urlarala, » a good journey ; or saban hiresem, 
sahan serula ; good morn, good even ; and sometimes, *« may 
your end be happy ;» are the usual salutes. 

Note 16, page 2o3, line 11. 
The insect-queen of eastern spring. 

The blue-winged butterfly of Kashmeer, the most rare aid 
beautiful of the species. 

Note 17, page 2o4» line 24. 

Or lifie like Scorpion girt by fire* ^ 

Alluding to the dubious suicide of the scorpion, so placed 
for experiment by gentle philosophers. Some maintain that 
the position of the sting, when turned towards the head, is 
merely a convulsive movement ; but others have actually 
brought in the verdict « Felo de se. » The scorpions arc 
surely interested in a speedy decbion of the question ; as, if 
once fairly established as insect Catos, they will probably be 
allowed to live as long as they think proper, without being 
martyred for the sake of an hypothesis. 
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Note 1 8, page aeS, line 7. 

When hhmmaum's last sun pas set. 

The cannon at sunset close the Rhamazan. See n4te 8. 

Note 19, page ao5, tine a6. 
Bf pale PhiogarVs trembling light. 
Phingari, the moon. 

Note ao, page ao6, line 5 . 
Bright as the je^fel of Giamschid, 
The celebrated fabulous ruby of Sultan Giamschid, the 
embellisher of Istakhar ; from its splendour , named Scheb- 
gerag, « the torch of nighf ; » also, the «.cup of the sun,» etc.— 
In the first editions « 6iamschid » was written as a word of 
three syllables, so D'Herbelot has it ;but I am told Richard- 
son reduces it to d dissyllable, and writes « Jamshid. » I 
hafe left in the text the orthography of the one with tbe 
pronunciation of the other. * 

Note ai, page ao6, line 9. 
Though on Al'Sirafs arch I stood. 

AU-Sirat, the bridge of breadth less than the thread of 1 
famished spider, over which the Mussnlmaos must xitf/^ into 
Paradise, to which it is the only entrance; but this is not the 
H^orst, the river beneath being hell itself, into which, as may 
be expected, the unskilful and tender of foot contrive to 
tumble with a « facilis descensus Avemi , » not very pleasing 
in prospect to the next passenger. There is a shorter cut 
downwards for the Jews and Christians. 

Note aa, page 206, line i4* 
And keep that portion of his creed. 

A vulgar error; the Koran allots atleastathird of Paradise 
to well-behaved women ; but by far the greater number 0f 
Mussulmans interpret the text their own way, and exclude 
their moieties from heaven. Being enemies jto Platonics, 
they cannot discern « any fitness of things » in the souls of the 
tther sex, conceiving them to be superseded by the Houris. 

Note a3, page ao6, line ao. 
The foung pomegranate's ilossoms strev* 

An oriental simile, which may, perhaps, though fairly 
stolen, be deemed « pVus Kt^\ie <\\i'txk Kx^W. %» 
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Note 34, page ao6, line 23. 
Her hair in hyqcinthine flov* 
Uyacinthine, in Arabic, « Sanbul,» as common a thought 
in the eastern poets as it was among the Greeks. 

Note 35, page aoGy-line 3a, 
The loveliest bird of Franguesian, 
M Franguestan, » Circassia. 

Note a6, page ao8, line 3a. 
Bismillah ! no» the periVs past* 
Bismillah — « In the name of God ; » the commencement of 
all the chapters of the Koran but one, and of prayer and 
thanksgiving. 

Note 37, page 309, line aS. 

Then curled his very bea^d with ire, 

A phenomenon not uncommon with an angry Mussulman. 
In 1809, the Capital Pacha*s whiskers at a diplomatic au- 
dience were no less lively with indignation than a tiger cat*s, 
to the horror of all the dragomans ; the portentous mOstacHios 
twisted, they stood erect of their own accord, and were ex- 
pected every moment to change their colour, but at last 
condescended to subside, which probably saved more heads 
than they contained hairs. 

Note 38, page 310, line i. 
Nor raised the craven cry^ Amaun ! 
<«Amaun,» quarter, pardon. 

Note 39, page 310, line 10. 
/ hnotp him by the evil eye. 
The « evil eye,» a common superstition in the Levant, md 
of which the imaginary effects are yet very siogulaf on tbflM 
who conceive them selves affected. 

Note 3o, page 311, line 33. 

A fragment of his palmmpore. 

The flowered shawls generally worn by persons of ranlc; 

Note 3i, page 3i3, line 33. 

His calpac rent^his caftan red* 

The « Calpac » is the solid cap or centre part of the head' 

idress ; the shawl is wound round it, and forms the turban. 
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Kote 3a, page ai3, line 3o. 

J! turban carved in coarsest sione. 

Tbe turban, pillar, and inscriptive T^rse, decorate tk 
tombs of the Osmanlies, whether in the cemetery orthevii' 
demess. In the mountains you frequently pass similar ne- 
mentos ; and on enquiry you are informed that they record 
some ficlim of rebellion, plunder, or revenge. 

iNote 33, page ai4f line 8. 
At solemn sound of vi Alia Ha I » 

« Alia Hu! » the concluding words of the Mueuin^scillti 
prayer from the highest gallery on the exterior of the MioareL 
On a still evening, when the Muetzin has a fine voice, whick 
is frequently the case, the effect is solemn and beantifol be- 
yond all the bells in Christendom. 

Note 34, page 214, line 17. 

TAey come^-their kerchiefs green tkef wa^e. 

The following is part of a battl» song of the Turks i^ 
<c I see-' I see a dark-eyed girl of Paradise, and she waves 
a handkerchief, a kerchief of green *, and cries aloud, Come, 
kiss me, for I love thee, » etc. 

Note 35, page a 14, line a3. 

Beneath avenging Monkirs scythe* 

Monkir and Nekir are the inquisitors of the dead, before 
whom the corpse undergoes a slight noviciate and prepara- 
tory training for damnation. If the answers are none of the 
clearest, he is hauled up with a scythe and thumped dowt 
with a red hot mace till properly seasoned, with a variety 
of subsidiary probations. The office of these angels is no 
sinecure ; there are but two, and the number of orlhodox 
deceased being in a small proportion to the remainder, their 
hands are always full. 

Note 36, page a 14, line a5. 
To vandcr round lost E6li*s throne. 
Eblis, the Oriental Prince of Darkness. 
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Note 37, page 2i4» Hne 3o. 
Btttjirsif on earth as Vampire sent. 

The Vampire superstition is still general in the LetanL 
onest Tournefort tells a long story, which Mr. Sonthey, in 
e notes on Thalaba, quotes about these « Vroucolochas, » 
he calls them. The Romaic term is « Vardoulacha.)* I 
collect a whole family being terrified by the scream of a 
4childy which they imagined must proceed from such a visita- 
dtion. The Greeks never mention the word without horror. 
3 find that « Broncolokas » is an old legitimate Hellenic ap- 
jpellation — at least is so applied to Arsenius, wbo, according 
to the Greeks, was tfter hia' death animated by the De?il. 
Jlie modems, however, use the word I mention. 

Note 38, page ai5, line a3. 

Wet viih thine own best blood shall drip. 

The freshness of the face, and the wetness of the Up with 
lilood are the never-failing signs of a Vampire. The stories 
'told in Hungary and Greece of these foul feeders are singular, 
mud some of them most incredibly attested. 

Note 39, page aai, line i. 
// is as if the desart-bird. 
The pelican is, I believe, the bird so libelled, by the in^ 
^tation of feeding her chickens with her blood. 

Note 40, page aaS, line a8. 
Looks not to priesthood for relief 
The monk^s sermon is omitted. It seems to have had so 
little effect upon the patient, that it could have no hopes from 
the reader. It may be sufficient to say, that is was of a cus- 
tomary length ( as may be perceived from the interruptions 
and uneasiness of the penitent ), and was delivered in the 
nasal tone of all orthodox preachers. 

Note 4i» psgc 3^0| ^^^^ ^^* 
And shining in her white symar. 

ic Symar » —Shroud. 

Note 43» PH^ ^^^* ^^ ^^^^' 
The circumstance to which the above storf relates wuBOt 
Tery uncommon in Turkey. A few years ago the wife of 
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MuchurPacba complained to hu latlifr of his son's sapposcd 
infidelity; be aiked ^ith vhom, and she had the barbarity 
to give in a list of tbe tweUe handsomest women in Tanina. 
They were seised, fastened op in sacks, and drowned in (be 
lake the same night ! Ooe of the guards who was preseot in- 
formed me, that not one of the Tictims ottered a cry, or 
shewed a symptom of terror at to sidden a « wrench from all 
we know, from all we Iotc. « The fate of Phrosine, tbe 
fairest of this sacrifice, is the subject i»f many a Romaic aad 
Amaont ditty. The story in the text is one told of a yooiif 
Venetian many years ago, and now nearly forgotten. I beard 
it by accident recited by one of the coffee-house story-tellen 
who abound in the Levant and sing or recite their narratives. 
Tbe additions and interpolations by the translator will be 
easily distinguished from the rest by tbe want of Eastern 
imagery , and I regret that my memory has retained so few 
fragments of tbe original, 

For tbe contents of some of the notes I aun indebted partly 
to D'Herbelot, and partly to that most eastern, and, as Mr. 
Weber justly entitles it, « sublime tale, » \be « Caliph 
Vathek. » I do not know from what source the author of 
that singular volume may have drawn his materials ; some 'of 
his incidents are to be found in the « Bibliothique Orientale;» 
but for correctness of costume, beauty of description, and 
power of imagination, it far surpasses all European imita* 
tions, andbears such marks of originality, that those who have 
visited tbe East, will find some difficulty in believing it to be 
more than a translation. As an Eastern tale, even Kasselas 
must bow before it; bis « Happy Valley* will not bear I 
comparison with the « Hall of Eblis . » 
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